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Till round the throne the blood-bought race 

Electing love shall bring, 
Let sinners sav'd proclaim free grace, 

And Christ exalted sing. 



i^nti^ Litton, 

REVISED AND CORRECTED. 



LONDON : 
SIMPKJN, MARSHALL, Ali^Y^ CO., 

STATIONERS* HA.LL COU^T. 



THE AUTHOR'S PREFACE 



TO THE EIGHTH EDITION. 



The admonition of the preacher, even Solomon^ 
who wrote by the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, 
is, '* What thy hand finds to do, do it with all thy 
might, since there is neither work nor device nor 
knowledge in the grave whither thou goest." — 
Eccl. ix, 10, This eighth edition of my Hymns 
and Poems, to which in both parts I have made 
some additions, from the approbation given to the 
former ones (the sale of which has exceeded my 
most sanguine anticipations), I am encouraged to 
send forth, in hope that the divine blessing may 
attend it also, in all probability the last I shall 
ever present to the church of Christ. I have 
been the subject of a protracted illness, and shall 
shortly put off this, my tabernacle, and go down 
to the silent chambers of the tomb, where my flesh 
shall rest in hope of a joyful resurrection. May 
the blessing of the great head of the churchy evQ.XL 



IT. 



Jesuf Christ, fpUow my feeble efforts to advance 
his glory and the good of his church. The me- 
lody of the heart is the best melody, and singing 
with the spirit and with the understanding, the 
sweetest employ. May the reader forgive and 
correct all that is amiss. 

I remain, 

In the faith and fellowship of the Gospel, 

Their brother in Christ Jesus, 

John Kent. 

DxYONPORT, Dec. 24, 1840. 



DEDICATION. 



To all who love Jesus, the sinner's best Friend, 
Of the gospel the substance, the law as its end ; 
Who from Egjrpt to Canaan would fain as they go, 
Sing his praise in the desert of sorrow and woe ; 
To such I submit this mj tribute of love. 
And if others should censure, may Jesus approve ; 
His blessing and favour I humbly implore, 
And if these should attend it, I ask for no more. 
May it some little help to the weary afford, 
Who wish to exalt their Redeemer and Lord ; 
May the harp from the willows again be imhung. 
And the valley of Baca resound with a song. 
May the tempted, and those in the furnace or flame, 
Be encouraged to sing, for his love is the same ; 
May the weaklings be led on His arm to repose. 
And return him a song for the strength he bestows ; 
May those who have fallen, but now are restored, 
Find a song that all glory ascribes to the Lord ; 
With the prodigal feast, get the kiss and the ring. 
And with heart-rending sorrow again weep axid^\Tv%« 
If on earth there are pleasures bymoitaia^o^^^^^^^% 
The praise of the Lamb is the purest aadXi^^'^.n 
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A bleai'd prelibation of what we shall prove 
When chanting the aweet hallelujahs above ; 
When seraphs ahall join with the blood-redeem 'd 

throng, . 
And Worthy the Lamb, be the theme of their song. 
May the Christian at least who these sheets may 



Cast the manlJe of love, and my weakness excuse. 
My aim is of Jesus, the Lord, to speak well. 
Whose blood was the ransom that saved us from 

hell. 
May the critic show merey, and act like a friend. 
Not my faults to espose, but my blunders to mend ; 
And if aught should be found that may profit or 

May the God of all mercy and grace have the praise. 



RECOMMENDATORY PREFACE. 



Reader, 

The followinff collection of Hjrmns contains a plain and 
hannonious display of the glorious gospel of the blessed 
Grod. If you are bom and taught of God, you may discern 
and feel somewhat of the truth and preciousness of the 
great things so decidedly maintained, and so repeatedly 
celebrated herein. But if you are yet in the gall of bit- 
terness, and bond of iniquity, blind to the desperate wicked- 
ness and weakness of your natural heart, without the law, or 
utterly ignorant of its nature, you will of course disrelish 
the gospel : and may proudly scorn, maliciously oppose, 
or carelessly neglect, the subject matter of these composi- 
tions. If but a babe in grace, not deeply rooted, nor hardly 
disciplined in the life of faith, they may prove too strone 
meat for you. Your fleshly wisdom must be dee]^ly abased, 
and confoimded by srievous trials and temptations ; you 
must be taught the plague and sore of your own heart, its 
loathsome and hellish vileness, and miserable helplessness, 
before these doctrines can be nalatable. A principal theme 
in these spiritual songs is the high and absolute sovereignty 
of Jehovah over all created things, and especially as dis- 
played in the dispensations of his ^race in me salvation of 
sinners. And who ought to determme this matter, but God ? 
against whom all have sinned^ whose glory all have come 
snort of— not one doine good, no, not one. Ever^ mind 
being enmity against tnat God — every soul dead m tres- 
passes and sm ; altogether become filthy ; yet all conspiring 
tn words to prove the freedom of the himian will to holiness, 
while all demonstrate in act its complete captivity to sin. 
Shall such rebels controul the righteous Goa ? shall such 
criminals arraign their Judge, or appeal from his holy de- 
cisions to the dictates of Satan ? But can man determine 
who shall be saved ? can he, who without Christ can do no- 
thing, obtain an interest in him by doing ? can that which is 
not created, work ? But the saints are created in Christ 
unto good works : therefore could do none vrithout such 
creation ? Can the mind which is enmity «%'6.YQsX<t ht^ 
reconciliation to God ? can that which \a N<i\\\iO\3X ^Xx^v^giitv 
. come to Christ ? but it is written, " Tutiv -ye^Xurcv ^fe;' «»^ 
""Ze^ the wicked forsake his way." It '\s Ixwe, «^^ «vx<^jwx' 
Asppjr directives when spoken by (iod Xo Wi^ YveaxX, ^^ ^ 
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them be used to prove the poverty, and pride of the insolvent 
sinner. But calls and demands are neither money nor pay- 
ment ; none turn to God till converted by him ; nor receive 
his Christ till bom of him. If salvation be not of works, 
then must it flow clear as crystal from the throne of God 
and the Lamb, originate in nothing but the simple purpose 
of the divine will, and flow to guilty man in harmony with 
eternal justice — through the consecrated channel of the blood 
of Jesus. The regenerating work of the Holy Ghost to pre- 
pare the mind of man for the reception of these truths is 
mdispensable. Till he give a heart of flesh we cannot feel 
our ruin — Till he shine in the heart we can never see the 
glory of God in the face of Jesus Christ — Till he open our 
hearts, and become the Spirit of faith to us, we can never 
receive the truth in the love of it The sinner taught of God, 
by bitter and dailv experience, finding he has neither coim- 
sel, nor strength, but to mislead, confound, and to destroy 
himself is glad at heart when he can find grace in the eyes 
of the Lor£ A taste of personal interest reconciles him to 
the sovereignty of the grace that saves him. He there 
finds an eternal rock to sustain his hope ! what God doeth, 
it is done for ever ! his counsels shall stand ! he will do all 
his pleasure. His love once fixed, shall never be with- 
drawn. And finding that such is the love of God, that he 
has given himself to him, to be his God, to effect his salva- 
tion bv the election of the Father, the redemption of the Son, 
and the sanctification of the Holy Ghost — that God hath 
freely done so much for him, the worst and chief of sinners, 
this fills his joy in time, and shall fill it in all eternity ; for 
what need cannot the God of all grace supply ? what good 
can he withhold who hath given his otvti Son for this sinner's 
tvorstf even for his numberless and damnable sins. This man 
glorieth only in this, that he understandeth, and knoweth 
God. His purpose, his love, his gifts, his providence, his 
words, his oaths, nothing savours on the palate of true faith 
but God and his things. The eternal love of God, like the 
long and well-kept fruit of the vintage, comes bettered to 
the believer's taste by its antiquity. Tnat God hath willed 
his blessedness, gives him wonder and joy ; but that he hath 
willed it from eternity, redoubles his amazement and his con- 
fidence, and strikes nim as love that passeth knowledge. 
But in the face of Jesus the believer sees the assembled 
glories of God in happiest concert In Christ, God meets 
/Jtff sjnner and takes tne burden from ofi'him ; in Christ, the 
believer beholds the power of God and the wisdom of God ; 
hjs power to save the BirmeVf and yet ixvftict the curse for 
/^^ ' P^^ wisdom in contriving to be just, yet t\ve '^w^lSSiw ot 
sinner; in condemning the innocent, yet ^o\xv% tvo 
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injustice ; in destroying death by dying, and by the weak- 
ness of a worm, and a voluntary surrenaer to the powers of 
darkness, to desi>oil and lead them captive for ever. To the 
daily cross-bearing follower of Jesus, Jesus is meat and 
mecucine, strength and joy. The poor dependent, as led 
" round about" to learn what is in his heart, finds himself 
worse and worse ; but finds in Christ more than answers 
every need : and Christ becomes increasingly precious to 
him as correspondent wants demand the benefits of his 
character and his name. Christ is wholly for miserable and 
helpless sinners ; life, pardon, righteousness, peace, strength, 
joy, glory, " without money and without price ;" the believer 
finds it so, not from men's arguments, but from the infallible 
witnessing of the Holy Ghost m his conscience. This makes 
the heart sing ; the spiritual knowledge of these things brings 
the real love of God into the heart, and is the only source 
of holiness and all good works. Other principles may pro- 
duce their specious coimterfeits ; the enjoyment of these, 
their glorious reality. He is not married to Christ who 
brings forth no firuit unto God. nor could he be dead indeed 
unto sin who lives allowedly ana knowingly therein. 

Among the differing gifts with which the members of 
Christ are favoured tor the edification of his body, our 
Author has a talent for poetic verse — a talent which, though 
not of the highest order, is by no means contemptible ; and 
while the charms of poetry, like a splendid coffin, have often 
been prostituted to lacquer and adorn a vile or worthless 
subject, the transcendent matter of this humble verse would 
ennch the meanest phrase, and add imcomparable lustre to 
the most eloquent diction. The work bears marks of a 
gifted, but unlettered mind, which is a natural, and therefore 
an estimable commendation of it The Author is still in 
Her Migesty's Dock-yard of Devonport; and has served 
and deserved well of the church of God by his poetical 
labours. Having never been able through straitened cir- 
cumstances to publish them himself, he has at the request 
of others submitted that business to them, on such terms 
aSi met his appro]l)ation. The present edition is published at 
the instance of certain of the Author's friends, under his 
own eye, and with a desire, b]^ a moderate profit, to aid his 
circumstances, and present him with a trinute of afiection 
for his voluntary labours. The justice and charity of this 
measure is hereoy submitted to the admirers of tne work, 
and the lovers of the truths it contains ; and theii ie9&Qitis\^<& 
efforts for the sale of it are requested with \)ecomMi% x^^-^^^X 
and t£Ssction, 

Zet0e*fer, /ufy29th, 1826. 



To the Lovers of the Truth as it is in Jesus ; to 
those in whose estimation Christ is all in all ; 
Grace, Mercy, and Peace, with Love, be multi- 
plied. 

The bright gleams of pure Gospel light, which appear 
throughout the whole of this volume of rich free-grace 
Hjrmns, and six large Editions being all disposed o^ must 
now render anything like a reconmiendation highly super- 
fluous. But, when my very highly esteemed (for the Truth's 
sake) brother Kent sent me his request, that this Edition 
might be accompanied with a line or two from me, these 
thoughts arose in my mind : It will, indeed, be an honour 
for my humble name to go forth with each copy of these 
precious, invaluable Hynms ; that so, in this awful day of 
declensiontfrom the Truth, I may be enabled to bear anresh 
my feeble, yet honest testimony to its vast importance, and 
oi the necessity (now more than ever) of maniully standing 
up, and, in the stren^h of the Lord of Hosts, fearlessly pro- 
claiming and defendmff the same. 

That wise scribe, ana well taught divine, the Rev. Augus- 
tus Toplady, says, that in thcj^r*^ years of his Ministry, he 
preached of little else but of "justification by faith only, in 
the righteousness and atonement of Christ; and of^that 

Personal holiness, without which no man shall see the 
lOrd :" now, although I must, and do unequivocally avow 
that these are most blessed truths of hol;^ writ, which ought 
ever to be maintained in the Gospel Ministry, and never on 
any account to be lost sight of, or at all kept in the back 
ground; vet that blessed champion for free grace, termed 
the confimng himself to these things, " narrounns the Truths 
of God :" and he says, " I was qfraid to go any farther ; but. 
God himself (for none but He could do it), gradually freed 
me from that tear, and has been graciously pleased to open 
mv mouth to make known the entire mj^stery of the GospeL 
The Gospel is to be preached, not partially, and by piece- 
meal, but the whole of it. Election is the golden thread that 
runs through the whole Christian system ; the leaven that 

Servades the whole lump ; the bond that connects and keeps 
le whole together ; the cement, yea, it is the very soul that 
animatea the frhole frame. 
This, then, is my reason for so highly approving these 
-^O^J'-ns ; because they are on subjects "w\dcii JLyjaettam to 
^oejit//^ the whole Gospel : such as the union oi CVmaX mA 
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his Church, eYerlastiiiff and indissoluble ; the eternal adoption 
of the whole, loved, elected family in Htm; the complete 
juaiifieaHon of the Church, in dhrist's righteousness, and 
m his righteousness (done ; redemption from ail her sins, 
entirely by the shedding of his blood on Calvary : 

" Calvary's summit let us trace. 
View the heights and depths of grace ; 
Count the jnirple drops, and say, 
Thus my sms were borne away." 

Hymn 177. 
In a word. Salvation from first to last, all in Christ : 

** Love*s ttie fountain whence it rose. 
Who its height or depth can tell ? 
Christ the channel where it flows 
O'er the banks of m to swelL" 

Hymn 17S. 

On these accounts I have for many years set sreat store 
indeed by "Kent's Hymns;" and, I bless Goo, that mv 
savour and relish of them, instead of being at all dmiinished, 
increases ; and, I trust, wUl increase : they have been much 
blessed to my soul ; and the recollection and repetition in 
the pulpit, of some of his grand and sublime verses, hath 
many, many times, warmed my heart and mvigorated my 
soul, while engaged in the delightful service of my Master, 
my oest and only Friend. 

But, an idea has just occured to my mind, that, perhaps, 
the occasional adoption of these H^rmns, in the worship of 
the Sanctuary, may act as a sort of key-note, now and Uien, 
in another quarter. I would not wish to write invidiously ; 
but is it not a lamentation with very many, where the whole 
Truth used to be preached, that not so much fault is to be 
found with what is declared in the Ministry, as of what is 
oadtted to be declared ? By this means, the milk is skimmed, 
as it were, of its rich and nutritious cream, when it is not, 
perhaps, exactly dashed with unUer ; though often, I fear, 
the hUter is the case also. 

« Jesus, thy chosen fold preserve, 
While men from trtUh to error swerve ; 
Thou art our Shepherd ; O, that we 
May hear thy voice, and follow Thee," 

Hymn 233. 

As the Lord's people have the full glorious Gospel of the 
blessed God in the written Word, they OMghX. \o tLaNfe \\. vcw 
the Ministry of the Word also ; but (aa tYie gteaX^cJtffv^xYcva 
hea Jong ago written) "Many persons cateMV^ wo\^ ^^ 
aseoffiomeferms and phrases, by which t\ve tnost w^oTtatv* 



Doctrines of Christianity are expressed. For instanee, you 
shall never hear them use the terms eternal nor Mnite, con- 
cerning ourhlessed Saviour, when they speak of Him. Some 
others decline the use of the terms sovereign and dUcrimU 
noting f when they speak of the Grace of God. Grace f free 
grace f boundless grace, are epithets they choose, and they are 
very serviceable; for some take them in a different sense 
from what the preachers intend, which they like very well ; 
while others understand them in their trtte sense ; and so, 
persons of different apprehensions on the subject of Divine 
Grace, are content with the artful Preacher. 

** Again, the terms elect, election, predestinate, predestina- 
tion, are, with many, grown obsolete. The use of these terms 
is laid aside, lest some persons should be offended who disrelish 
the doctrine of predestination. Moreover, the use of the 
terms absolute and unconditional Justification is discon- 
tinued; and the terms irresistible and effectual grace, are 
never heard. Aids, assistances, operations of grace, and divine 
impulses, are spoken of with great freedom. By this means, 
some persons who ascribe the whole of their regeneration to 
the grace and spirit of God, think that so the Preacher 
means ; but that is wholly a mistake ; and he has others about 
hun who are well aware of it, and applaud his imposing art. 
And so, the Preacher gives satisfaction to the unwary Cat- 
vinist and the Arminian also." 

Well, then, this Hynm Book suits me, because there is 
nothing equivocal about it ; but all the glorious Doctrines of 
our most holy faith are stated and expressed clearly, in 

Srand, energetic, and highly poetical language. I have no 
oubt but the Lord has abundantly blessed the thousands of 
copies already disposed of, to the great edification of the 
regenerated Church of Chnst ; and, on the knee of prayer, 
in the upliftings of soul to Htm, would I most earnestly 
beseech Him to accompany the present very enlarged and 
complete Edition^ witn most signal and clear manifest 
tokens of His divme approbation ; and may it please the 
Lord the Spirit, that in the use and singing of these Gospel 
Hjrmns in the Assemblies of the Saints, Uie sweet savour 
of the name of Jesus may be richly diffused abroad. Amen. 

John Andrews Jones. 
Mitchell Street, St, Luke's, 
London, Dec, 3, 1832. 



THE AUTHOR'S EXPERIENCE. 



WouLDST thou, nnr soul, attempt to trace 
The goodness of thy God to tnee ? 

Recall to mind his acts of grace, 
For they are sov'reign, great, and free. 

How shall my pen the task surmount, 
To tell the love vouchsafed to me ? 

Or where begin the vast account. 
Unless from all eternity ? 

"Kre Time began, his love designed 
To turn my feet to wisdom's way : 

In deep revolvings of the mind, 
I think of that auspicious day. 

Early in life, it pleased my God, 
Who rules the world without control, 

To send an arrow dipp'd in blood. 
That pierced me to the very souL 

I felt conviction seize my breast, 
I strove the troubled sea to calm. 

With prayers perform'd, and sins confessed, 
Witnout the aid of Gilead's balm. 

Thus without blood my wounds were heal*d, 
Or rather hidden from my view ; 

While in my heart there lay conceai'd 
Ten thousand sins I never knew. 

Deluded thus, I still went on. 
Felt no corruptions rise within ; 

My former lusts I thousht were gone, 
A cage of hateful birds unclean. 

£nwrapp*d in ignorance profound, 

I deem'd myself a holy soul, 
And stood aloof G^om all around, 
And vainly thought my heart leaa fou\. 

d 
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Fond of my legal doings, now 
I struggled hard to merit heay'n ; 

Too proud to sovereign grace to bow. 
Tinctured with Pharisaic leav'n. 

Hard thoughts of God my mind possessed, 

I trembled at eternal fate, 
And said- " Can God, for ever bless'd, 

<< His Jacob love, and Esau hate 2" 

Thus in rebellion oft I strove 
Against the God who made me man ; 

Kick'd hard against electing love, 
And scoff 'd at mercy's sovereign plan. 

Yet he, whose ways are in the deep. 
Beyond the reach of mortal ken. 

Hedj^d u^ mjf way a stragglinjg sneep, 
mth pnckmg taoms and briers, then. 

By slips and falls he made me prove 
How vile my nature through the fall ; 

How firm his everlasting love. 
That saved me through and over alL 

Here, could mine e^es weep tears of blood, 
To thee that sacrifice I'd pay ; 

Jesus, whose side pour'd forth a flood, 
To bear my sin and curse away. 

Oft I reflect upon that day, 
And thy redundant mercies sing. 

When from the pit of miry clay. 
My soul arose on eagle's wing. 

From vessel oft to vessel thrown. 
Lest I should settle on my lees ; 

Till led Jehovah's will to own. 
Nor strive with his profound decrees. 

When led to wrestle hard with God, 
I deem'd myself his favourite son ; 

Then I could stretch my hands abroad, 
Nor fear'd to call the world my own. 

But when, alas ! my fleece was dry. 
Chaotic darkness veil'd my mind ; 

So foolish and so vain was I, 
To think that God had proved unkind. 

To live by faith was strange to me, 
Sense bad long been my only fare ; 
Daily caress* d upon the luiee, 
As Zion'a favoiir'd children are. 
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At length mj joys declined apace. 

The clouds came lowering o*er tne sky, 
My God appeared to hide his face, 

And every spring of comfort dry. 

Blasphemous thoughts my mind assail'd, 
Dress'd in the very flames of hell ; 

My hope gave wa^, and fear prevul'd. 
To hear their dire infernal yell. 

When on my couch I sought renose, 
To lose my woes in slumher tnere, 

What horrid imprecations rose. 
To sink my soul in foul despair. 

And when my waking eyes were led 

The sun's returning light to see, 
*' Curse God and die." the tempter said, 

** *Twill evermore he thus with thee," 

Deep call'd to deep, I trembling stood, 
And said, ** My God remember me ; 

" Why o'er mv head still rolls this flood ? 
"When shall my soul deliverance see ?'* 

Thus toss'd with tempests to and fro, 
At last my shipwrecked vessel drove, 

Not to the gulf of endless woe, 
But to the haven of his love. 

Briffht o'er my head brake forth the sun. 
The winds were hush'd, and smooth the sea ; 

While Jesus, with his glories on. 
My sorrows did in love repay. 

My hope within the veil was cast. 
In his dear flesh its flukes took hold ; 

And moum'd my sins and sorrows past, 
In tears of love and joy untold. 

For all thy love and nrace made known, 
To thee, my God, I'm debtor still ; 

Desire to live to thee alone. 
And learn obedience to thy will. 



MEMOIR OF JOHN KENT, 



AUTHOR OF GOSPEL HYMNS AND POEMS. 



BY HIS SON. 



The biograpliy of a good man is at all times 
useful and instructive : like the welcome star to the 
sea-beaten mariner, by which he turns the prow of 
his fragile bark to the long-desired and peaceful 
shore of his native land. It is also a valuable 
source of instruction to those who are desirous of 
improvement — ^holding out a firiendly warning to 
such as may have turned aside &om the pleasant 
paths of virtue, giving wisdom to the ignorant, com- 
fort to the afflicted, and as the sun of day penetrates 
the gloomy mists of the morning, so the thoughts 
and actions of a well-spent life diffuse a cheering 
ray of light through the dark and immoral haunts 
of man. The guilty deeds of the wicked give warn- 
ing that danger is at hand ; the listening ear of the 
jDjlot catches the well-known roar of the heaving 
wave as it bursts its furious strength on the rocky 
shore ; and by ski\fvl experience ^e a\o\da the dan- 
^eroua reef where many gaUaiit cxevi* \iw^ vm^ 



MEMOIR OF THE AUTHOR. XVll. 

amid the boiling surge of angry waters. The mur- 
derous weapon of the midnight assassin, wet with 
the blood of its victim ; the fear-spreading incendiary, 
with destructive match ; the prowling pilferer, 
the unhappy and wretched drunkard, the unholy 
Sabbath-breaker, with the pestilential breath of the 
grossly profane, are faithful warnings, which point 
out to man the dangers which surround his feet. 
Unhappily for him, the fetters of a vicious and de- 
praved will hold him down. He looks with despair- 
ing countenance upon the many warnings so often 
exhibited to his view ; but alas ! it may be too late 
to return : the life-blood has chilled in his veins ; 
he dies, without a glimmer of hope to cheer his 
passage through the dark and gloomy pathway to 
the house appointed for all living ! Such are to be 
avoided — to be passed by ; they are evil, and ought 
not to be imitated. But how different is the effect 
which the delineation of a virtuous life produces 
on society ! The odours of a good name leave a 
perfume sweeter than the fragrance of ten thousand 
lilies, and far surpassing the aromatic breath from 
beds of richest spices. Worthy of admiration, it is 
honoured amongst men ; and, as the far-famed pen- 
cilling of ancient artists is studied, so the character 
of an honest man must stand, deserving of imitation 
in all ages of the world. It may be disregarded, 
but not hid ; censured by calumny, but not de- 
stroyed ; ages may roll along, kingdoms of excelling 
grandeur and magnificence must crumble into ruin 
and be forgotten : still, the character of a good ixv«xv^ 
raised on the imperishable pinnacle oi \.x\>N}!dl^ nrt^ 
eastinne to exist, 
73ie mind of man, adorned "witYi l\ve VxasftO't'^ 
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principle of vital godliness, gives a savour to all his 
actions. He emerges from darkness to light, from 
evil to good ; once he was looked upon with disgust, 
but when the Hght of divine truth shone in upon 
him, he became — ^like the once-fettered slave — ^loosed 
from the galling yoke of his bondage. The pages 
of sacred lore abound with the histories of good as 
well as of bad men. What can be more interesting, 
or what can open up a wider field of instruction ? 
If ancient histories are useful in the present day, 
may not the biographies of modem date be handed 
down to ages yet to come — to show posterity that 
amid the dark abodes of depravity in the world, good 
men have lived, whose examples, while on earth, 
have been worthy of imitation, and of whose me- 
mory the world may well be proud ? The minstrel's 
harp has thrilled with the praise of the mighty and 
the brave, the patriot and the philanthropist ; while 
the soaring lay of the poet lends its aid to tell to 
coming years the glory of the Christian's hope, 
which can alone yield support to the weak believer 
in Christ, and assist the strong still to hold on his 
way. It points the gray-haired sage to the gloomy 
caverns of earth, and reminds the thoughtless youth 
that he must die. 

" The memory of the just is blessed." From 
the sorrow of bereavement by death we cull a sweet 
richer than honey, or the droppings of the honey- 
comb. In the death of a believer in the Lord, the 
glorious certainty of " a good hope through grace" 
js wonderfully displayed, with the fulfilment of the 
promise made by the great Head of the Church — 
^1^^> ^ ^m with you alway, even uwU> \iift end." 
^bo can survey the death scene oi a mwv ^l ^^«fti> 
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and not be impressed with its reality ? The smile 
of hope never played upon the deathly features of 
infidel blasphemers. To their awakened vision the 
gloomy prospects of a future state yield unutterable 
terror ; but to him who has truly believed, however 
humble his station in life may have been, death hath 
no alarming prospects ; he knows it to be the only 
passage marked out by the wisdom of God, through 
which he must pass to receive the immortal crown 
bought for him by the shedding of his incarnate 
Redeemer's precious blood : — 

" The chamber where the good man meets his fate, 
Is privileg'd beyond the common walks of life." 

The annals of the church of Christ record the 
memory of those who have fought the good fight, 
who have finished their course, and who are now 
before the throne where the labours of mortal life 
are forgotten ; every tear which once moistened 
the cheek is for ever dried up ; and they now possess 
the inheritance promised to them from before the 
foundation of the world. Transplanted to a better 
soiili where mildew and frosts are unknown, they 
breathe a more genial atmosphere, where the air of 
the New Jerussdem is perfamed with the undying 
odours of the Rose of Sharon. 

Among this number is the subject of our Memoir, 
who was bom in the town of Bideford; in December, 
1766, of poor, but pious and industrious parents. 
For a series of years they enjoyed the holy minis- 
tiations of Samuel Lavington, whose piety and zeal 
in the pastoral oflfice, to which he waa \xseM^N[ ^^- 
vote4 Jf still well known and warmly apoVeiv oi V3 
of the fold of Chiiat in that ne\gyv\>o>xt\voQ^ 
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and by whom John, the son of Philip and Susan 
Kent, was baptized. He was the youngest son of 
a numerous family, whose pressing wants obliged 
their parents to leav^e the town of Bideford, where 
they had long set forth the power of divine grace 
upon their souls to the glory of God and the com- 
fort of his people, with whom they had long wor- 
shipped. Their names are still warm in the recol- 
lection of many now gray in the service of Him who 
had called them from darkness to light, and from 
the power of sin unto God. The powerful influence 
of virtuous example, with the all-powerful efficacy 
of faith and prayer, was manifested toward them in 
the saving conversion of their children in early life. 
Four of them had tasted of the good wine of the 
kingdom many years before their parents were ga- 
thered to their fathers. 

As the whole support of the family depended on 
the labours of the parent, he was induced to seek 
employment as a shipwright in the Royal Arsenal at 
Plymouth Dock (now Devonport). Having suc- 
ceeded, the family was removed there, while the 
infant smile still played upon the lip of their youngest 
son, John, who at the age of fourteen was appren- 
ticed to his father. Steady in all his actions, and 
virtuous in the pursuits of youth, he soon gained 
the esteem of all who knew him. Evident marks 
of poetic talent were clearly to be perceived in him 
in very early life. The advantages of academical 
instruction were unknown to him, nor could he even 
boast of an inferior scholastic education, owing to 
the narrow resources of the family. Probably it 
fras well that it was so. If he Ivad sYvaxed m the 
«/-<e of a college, he would probably \i«ve VocW^e^ 
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its immoralities : his head would have been filled 
with knowledge, and his heart with vices. The 
little learning that he had was instilled into his 
mind by his fond and pious father, who taught him 
all he knew, and thus endeavoured to compensate 
for his inability to provide other instruction. He 
thus acquired the simple rudiments of learning. 
His anxious parent, however, sought every occasion 
to carry the thoughts of all his children to higher 
subjects. He set much value on human learning ; 
but the knowledge of salvation by Jesus Christ, 
through the more powerftil operations of the Holy 
Ghost upon the heart, was more sublime, and, in 
his estimation, beyond all price. 

" As when some bird each fond endeannent tries, 
To tempt its uew-fledg'd offspring to Uie skies, 
He tried each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way." 

The first efforts of his poetic genius are now un- 
known. For many years he shut himself in, not 
daring to venture upon the uncertain tide of public 
opinion. Manuscript upon manuscript of original 
hymns lay in concealment for a long period. Like 
some beautiful flower in the retired part of nature's 
garden, expanding its leaves to the sun, and diffusing 
its firagrance around, unseen and unknown by 
Flora's visitants, so the productions of our subject's 
pen : which would have been lost to the church and 
the world but for the pressing and anxious solicita- 
tions of his most intimate friends, who fully appre- 
ciated the value of the talent committed to his care 
by the great Head of the Church. TVveVt \«^^t^^. 
mktreaties for him to publish the produce o^^v^&^e^si^ax 
houn were for a considerable time fa\>aX\ft^^* ^ 
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feared to risk the responsibility of publishing the 
first edition of his Hymns. Happily, however, for 
the church, and the comfort of many a mourner in 
Zion, the wishes of his friends at length prevailed, 
and the little volume was launched on the uneven 
tide of public opinion, accompanied by many a fer- 
vent prayer from his friends in the family of Grod 
on earth, that the efforts of the poet to add to the 
comforts of the worshipping tribes who go into the 
house of the Lord to give thanks unto his name, 
might be crowned with abundant success. Their 
prayers were heard. The reception of the little 
volume by the Household of Faith far exceeded the 
expectations of the author and of his more intimate 
friends ; and as successive editions passed throu&^h 
the press he had the happiness of knowing that Us 
labours were still more highly appreciated, and he 
was thereby encouraged from time to time to in- 
crease the usefulness of the work by a large number 
of additional hymns. 

The great mysteries of redemption, through the 
infinite merits of the atoning sacrifice of Christ, 
was a theme of contemplation which at all times 
overfiowed his soul with wonder and joy. The 
seeds of pure and undefiled religion were early sown 
in his heart. Refreshed by the dews which dis- 
tilled upon the soil, the fruits soon ripened, to the 
glory and honour of the great husbandman. He 
experienced a great source of profitable and delightful 
enjoyment when turning over the sacred pages of 
inspired truth. With much study, accompanied by 
the teachings of the Holy Spirit, he became well 

acquainted with, the sublime realities o? \\» eoxv^j&xita. 

j^> thoughts ran deeply into the meiha^lA\iaA^TDccaft^ 
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of the Grospel of Jesus Christ, made known to him 
by inspired rays of light unfolding the glories of 
that Saviour, who became the Mediator of a better 
covenant, ordered in all things and sure. None had 
read the productions of his pen without being assured 
that he had drank deeply at the fountain of wisdom. 
The soiled pages told how often they had been turned 
in the pursuit of knowledge. 

The sovereignty of God in his dealings toward a 
iallen and depraved world, gave him a wide scope 
for the exercise of his talent. The glory of God 
never appeared to him more resplendent than when 
contemplating the truth that all the purposes of God 
toward his church are founded and irovemed by 
his skiU and unerring wisdom ; and this thought 
gave him the same consolation and hope which has 
often strengthened and encouraged the children of 
Gt>d in their journey through this inhospitable 
Canaan. 

To the great fundamental doctrines of the cross he 
professed imcompromising attachment; and from 
its enemies was ever ready to defend their Divine 
Author. Poetry took no small share for a basis 
upon which to erect his weapons of defence, unas- 
sisted by classic erudition ; yet to the candid reader 
of the hymns it must appear clear as the noon-day 
beam, that he has faithfully proclaimed the doctrines, 
experience, and practice of vital godliness. 

The present edition of the Hymn-book was con- 
siderably enlarged and received the author's final 
corrections. It also contains his Poems on various 
subjects, with a most striking portrait. Tbe «.\)L>il!ciOX 
always expressed himself satisfied wi\[h. \u& \»X^oNXt% 
jrlien informed that they had done good* lA. ^^ 
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his glory to place the crown upon the head of that 
Saviour who had done so much for him. " Not 
unto me, O Lord, not unto me, but to thy name be 
aU the glory," were the usual expressions of his 
lips when his heart filled with the overflowings of 
gratitude and love. 

The productions of his pen were the result of 
much mental labour, to which he devoted the few 
hours left when the arduous toils of the day were 
over. The long-continued wars in which this 
country was engaged kept him from his studies of 
profit and deUght sometunes for a long period ; yet 
he lost no occasion of turning the mental power 
which he possessed to account in the service of his 
Great Master. 

The church of God on earth in many places con- 
ferred honour upon him by the welcome testimony 
of having been comforted and established in the 
faith by the reading of his hymns. His style of 
writing was clear, and easy of comprehension even to 
the new-born child of grace. His language was 
forcible and instructive ; unadorned by human 
learning, but dripping with sweets from the teaching 
of the Holy Spirit. 

Salvation by grace alone was a theme upon 
which he loved to dwell. In the bosom of his 
family, with whom he delighted to be, his heart 
would fill with grateful recollections of the mani- 
festations of the mercy and goodness of God 
toward him. His thoughts would then seem to be 
too large for the tongue to utter. At the funily 
a2lar, or m the circle of social conversation, when 
tlie sufferings f obedience, and death of the incarnate 
^on of Qod were spoken of, t\ie ex^xem^e \ft^x 
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would start from its concealment down his cheek, 
which told, in language not to be misunderstood, 
the feelings of his soul. In singing the praises of 
redeeming love, he ever felt enjoyment and delight. 
The musical ability which he possessed, in common 
with all the members of his family, he gladly used, to 
aid the worship of the church ; believing that the 
pilgrims to Zion had a sweeter foretaste of the joys 
awaiting them in heaven, in this, than in any other 
form of sacred devotion. By his family, and by 
many besides, it will be well remembered how often 
he would express his enjoyment when any particular 
line or stanza glowed with the love of God towards 
fallen man. '^lien that well-known, and much-ad- 
mired hymn by Dr. Watts, 

'< Come, let us join our cheerful songs/' 

was sung, he would oflen say that it was a song 
worthy of all occasions. When asked, either in 
public or private, to sing a h3rmn, none would more 
frequently be chosen than that commencing 

** In songs of sublime adoration and praise.*' 

It was a sweet song to him. With peculiar emphasis 
he would repeat the verse, 

" Oh ! had he not pitied the state we were in, 
Our bosoms his love had ne'er felt ; 
"We all should have lived, would have died, too, in sin, 
And have sunk with the load of our guilt :" 

and, when concluded, would oflen say he believed, 
if anything of human composition were to be w&e^ ycl 
heaven, it would he that hymn, TYi\^ \ie ^«& ^s»- 
nued of— that the subject of it would \>e \>aEtei ^ 
ttMtmimons of ages would roll along, w^d ^^ ^^'^ 
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of the blood-bought throng would ever be untiring, 
and ever new. For a great many years past he 
never used a book when engaged either in public or 
private devotion. His memory was strong ; he was 
therefore well stored with a choice selection of 
hymns, principally from Watts, whom he admired 
for his poetic genius and sublimity of thought. 
The unworthy writer of this Memoir never Imew 
him to choose one of his own hymns for singing, not 
even in the retired society of his family, or in the 
company of select friends. He had nothing, he 
would say, to boast of in himself. The views he 
entertained of human nature were very humbling ; 
and often, when solicited to rehearse something from 
his own pen, he would prefer retiring from the public 
eye, though at all times fond of imparting pleasurable 
instruction to those surrounding him. If at any 
time more than another he felt himself lifted from 
the retirement of society to the pinnacle of fame, it 
was when the Elegy on the Conversion and Death 
of *^ Scotch Gin*' made its appearance, and rapidly 
ran through so many editions. The world applauded 
the poetic muse, while the author spoke only of that 
free and sovereign grace which had plucked one so 
vile and infamous from the jaws of eternal death. 
Her character was av^rfully depraved : even to hoary 
hairs profane and miserable in her life ; but her 
djring testimony, at the eleventh hour, told the tale 
of joy and gladness. If the thief upon the cross, 
with Saul of Tarsus, felt the glory of their deliver- 
ance through the merits of the great Redeemer, so 

did ''Poor Jane of Scotland." The sale of this 
Production &r exceeded the expee\ai^oiia of the 

'fbor; and it was the mews oi eonNeYvti^ ^'fe 
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joyful tidings of salvation by the cross through the 
Ynlds of America. It is still warm in the recol- 
lection of the writer of this Memoir, that a gen- 
tleman who had travelled three thousand miles into 
the interior of America, told the author of the poem 
that, stopping one day at a woodman's hut to rest 
himself, he beheld against the wall the ** Memorial 
on Scotch Gin," by " John Kent." Often was this 
little incident related, and as often would the author's 
countenance brighten into smiles. He boasted not 
of himself, neither did he glory in what he had done, 
but rejoiced in the extension of His name who will 
claim ** the heathen for his inheritance, and the 
uttermost parts of the earth for his possession." 

Having been kept by the undeserved goodness of 
God, whose tender mercies were continually over 
him, he led a strict and virtuous life, whereby a 
sound physical constitution was preserved from the 
many diseases frequently engendered in the earlier 
periods of existence, and which too often make old 
age miserable and distressing. 

Before he had attained the age of three score 
years, he was afficted with a contraction of vision, 
which, to a certain extent, prevented him from in- 
creasing the labour and useftdness of his pen. As 
this shortness of sight grew upon him, so did the 
amount of his reading and writing diminish ; yet he 
continued to use the gifts imparted to him accord- 
ing to his ability, desirous to devote his still unim- 
paired thought during his life in adorning the doc- 
trines of God his Saviour. His bodily health re- 
mained good until the year 1838, wYieii it '^'^^j^^^ 
his Hearenfy Father to lay his afflicting Yi^axi^ vjc^oxv 
Ha. The stroke was aeyexey but "he 'knevi \)ia»»\.\ 
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back at the intimation of " no hope ;" the flesh 
might have trembled at the thought of a lingering 
struggle for life ; but armed as he was with the 
promise of a covenant God, he stood unmored. 
Previous to the last operation, on the 10th, when 
solicited by his medical attendants to try the only 
remaining means of obtaining relief, he said, " I 
am an old man : seventy-seven years are upon my 
head : it is too much for me to bear." Formidable 
as the operation appeared to be, yet a short consi- 
deration led him to consent. Four surgeons, with 
gome members of his family, were present. He 
from whose feeble pen this testimony flows, was 
honoured in yielding support to his reverend head 
amid the paroxysm of suffering which he endured 
in the operation ; before which, with an increased 
effort of strength, he rose on his knees in the bed, 
and, with his well-known fervour of devotion, sought 
help from above in reference to his medical attendants, 
who stood at his bedside. He said, " Give them 
wisdom to act, and me strength and patience to 
bear; into thy hands, O Lord, I commend my 
spirit ; thou hast redeemed me, O God of my salva- 
tion." He then pronounced himself ready. The 
operation gave him but a few hours* relief, and on 
the following morning another was performed, but 
failed. He was told that nothing more could be 
done, and that probably his time was short. " Thy 
word is never forfeited," he said : " thou art a 
covenant-making and covenant-keeping God." On 
the evening of the same day the first symptoms of 
death appeared, but to him this brought no terrors. 
Addressing his niece, who kindly watched by him, 
d for whose tenderness the fanvW^ mW te«M«miljer 
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ber with respect, he said, " My hopes are fixed on 
the Rock of Ages." His eldest son, who remained 
with him to the close of his earthly existence, en- 
deavouring to hold up his head in the day of battle, 
said to his afflicted parent, ** The Lord is your light 
and your salvation ; of whom shall you be afraid V* 
" Ah !" he replied, " read faster." The words 
seemed to be encouraging ; and as they fell with 
precious import upon his ear, the panting soul was 
unable to devour speedily enough such cheering and 
sustaining food. His son now took the Bible, and 
read the 27th Psalm, which contained the passage 
quoted. The dying saint commented upon every 
verse as it was read, dwelling much on the words, 
" He shall hide me in his pavilion." " Ah!" said 
he, ** he has hid me in his pavilion, and in the 
secret of his tabernacle shall he hide me." When 
the Psalm was concluded, he raised his trembling 
hand, and with a natural strength of feeling ex- 
claimed, " I can put my hand upon the whole of 
that ; every word is big with meaning." Requesting 
to be raised in his bed, one who was present asked 
to take him in his arms. " Yes, do so," said he, 
" but I am in better arms ;" and then repeated 

** The arms of everlasting love, 
Beneath mv soul He placed ; 
And on the Hock of Ages set 
My slippery footsteps fast" 

At this time he endured great sufferings without 
a mnrmur. During the whole of his severe afflic- 
tions he never repined. Consolation fronv \\\^ ^'^i^'^^ 
of his Redeemer siiei tared and pTeseT\^^\v\Tcv\3ccAsx 
every trial. He repeated the woida ^^ \^ ^ xc^nx^"^ ^ 
before the judgment-seat oH CVxvsX, ^^ « 
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an account of the deeds done in the body, whether 
they be good or bad." " That portion," he said, 
** has cut me to the heart ; while at the same time 
it has been my hope. If I am to stand by myself to 
yield an account, I am lost — lost for ever ! but I 
know it is the judgment-seat of Christ ; he is my 
surety, and has paid all demands. I shall be tried 
there by a covenant of grace — (on this word he laid 
great stress) — and not a covenant of works. Blessed 
be God for his great salvation." 

About this time, through the exertion of speaking, 
he fell asleep, from which he awoke greatly dis- 
tressed in mind. " What is it ? What is it ?" he 
hurriedly said ; " It is a faithfid saying," replied his 
son, who stood near, and who endeavoured to calm 
his fears, " and worthy of all acceptation, that Christ 
Jesus came into the world to save sinners." " Ah!" 
said the dying saint, '* it is indeed a faithful saying. 
I bless Him, and I praise Him too, that the promises 
of the gospel met me in all my wants, wounds, and 
wretchedness." Addressing a youthful relative who 
stood by his bedside, holding him by the hand, he 
said, " I wish to die with * God be merciful to me, 
a sinner,' upon my lips." 

As if the pains of body under which he now suf- 
fered were not trial enough for the languishing 
frame, the great enemy to the hope of the Christian 
sorely distressed, though he could not injure him ; 
perplexed, but could not destroy him. The dying 
man eagerly inquired who was in the room. When 
ij!7foTmed that he was alone with his son, he said, 
^^ The enemy has again thrust sore at me. I have 
rn^^ ^^^"^ecf the conflict, but 1 a\vaV\ \xiA«K^V." 
ffTia^ had so long distressed him ha^ tem««w^^ ^. 
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secret within his own breast. He then told his son, 
without reserve, that the enemy had often urged him 
to self-destruction, but he had always found that the 
best defence from his attacks, and the sweetest balm 
for every wound, was this : — " Being tempted. He 
knows how to succour them that are tempted." But 
the great enemy was still unwearied, and permitted 
to seek other points of attack. The temptation to 
give up his hope, to yield his belief, and to set down 
Che fundamental doctrines of the gospel's atoning 
sacrifice and death of Christ as a cunningly-devised 
fable, led the dying Christian to say, after a brief 
pause, " And so will I go : if I perish, I perish." 
Only one inference could be drawn from language 
so determined and so expressive ; which was, that 
as he had been taught to believe, so he was ready 
to enter eternity, and to abide by the result of such 
a belief. 

Two of his old friends, with whom he had long 
taken sweet counsel in the Christian warfare, being 
present, though unable to converse much, he took 
tiiem for the last time by the hand, and said, " Fare- 
well; I would not be without Christ now for a 
thousand worlds. If I had a thousand tongues, I 
would speak well of his name." He was never 
visited by his medical attendants without warmly 
acknowledging their many tender cares and anxious 
endeavours to afford him relief. Like the rock 
upon which the surging ocean rolls its waves in 
vain, he stood unmoved when told that everything 
which their utmost skill could devise had been 
tried in ' vain. One of them called lo \Tva^vt^ ^<5ft 
him ; ** How are you, my dear six 1" " "Acrw «xft.X*V'' 
Jte replied, with much composure oi laVoA, ^^ \ tc 
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dying.*' During bis affliction, he at all times pos- 
sessed humbling views of himself. ^' Not unto me, 
O Lord, not unto me" was language that was faintly 
heard falling from his lips, now quivering in death. 
" My frames and feelings," he continued, " are not 
the conditions of my acceptance. No ; blessed be 
God, salvation is all of grace from first to last." 
Having taken no kind of food for five days, he ex- 
pressed a wish for a little bread, softened with water. 
Before he raised it to his lips he paused, whilst a 
smile rose on his countenance, now pale with death, 
plainly telling to those who succoured him in the 
last and trying hour, of the peaceful frame of mind 
which he enjoyed. Leaning his hand which held 
the cup on the bed, he exclaimed, with thrilling 
emotion, ** He made himself known by the breaking 
of bread." This was a scene of unspeakable de- 
light to all who surrounded his dying bed. No 
tears of sorrow moistened the cheek : the joy of 
soul which the hoary-headed saint enjoyed dispelled 
every gloomy apprehension. 

The pains of his disorder were now most acute. 

He was evidently sinking beneath the powerful 

attack, which caused the weak fleshly tabernacle to 

quail. For a little time some of his sentences were 

incoherent, of which he was afterwards sensible. 

Throughout the whole of his severe sufferings the 

hope of the believer never forsook him. " What 

should I do now," said he, " if I had salvation to 

seek ?" The kind visit of a Christian minister gave 

him much pleasure, especially an expression which 

/eJJ from the visitor's lips when in prayer with him. 

-^/ hung sweetly upon his tongue, axvdi ^«j& ^"^e^l^ 

engraven on Ida heart, the sa\o\xT oi \<Vac\v sja.^^ ^ 
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relishing sweetness to the soul of the drooping saint. 
" Blessed be God," the minister said, " that the 
hope of the Christian can never be cut off.'* The 
words were often repeated after the minister was 
gone ; they left a grateful odour behind, to cheer 
the weak and afflicted saint. The powers of his 
strong mind were still unabated. During the night 
he requested his son to take his pen, and write, as 
he dictated, his d3dng blessing to his children in 
London. The approach of death was visible to 
every one at his bedside, who watched every oppor- 
tunity with anxious feeling to attend his wants. 
The poor trembling body, destined to return again 
to the dust from whence it sprung, required little 
from the hand of its fellow-mortal ; the soul, nothing. 
He who breathed into his likeness the breath of 
life, had made provision for the d3ring hour. Never 
were the truths of the Christian religion exemplified 
by clearer evidence than now. The departing saint 
had long shewn it in his life, and was now leaving 
behind him, in the trying hour of death, a bright 
and powerful proof that we should follow him as he 
had foUowed Christ; like the sun of day retiring 
below the western horizon, gladdening the broad 
expanse of waters with his beams, and giving a hope 
of again rising in bright and glorious splendour. 
On being asked if he felt happy in his mind, he 
replied, with a smile, " O yes ; no doubts, no fears, 
no temptations !" The language of the admired 
poet of the sanctuary might now be used — 

*' Jesus can make a dying bed 
Feel 80^ as downy piWo^ra we." 

To Ills medical attendants \\e iitTOi[v^^ eiL^xess^' 
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the powerful influence of divine grace in the hour 
of nature's dissolution. In the course of a long 
period of professional skill they behold the gasping 
struggle for life of those who have no solid ground 
upon which to rest in the last hour : they have 
looked upon the careworn and ghastly features of 
those without hope and without God. Well may 
the infidel and unbeliever tremble and shrink back 
in affright. In time of health, full of gaiety and 
sinful pleasure, they contemned the name of that 
Saviour beside whom there is none else, and at the 
poor bugbear, Death, have laughed. But how is 
the scene changed when eternity meets their view, 
and its dread realities are unfolded to them ! For- 
saken by their companions in sin, they are left a 
prey to the full tide of misery and despair. In the 
grasp of the fell destroyer, they struggle with fruit- 
less effort against the stroke. Borne down by the 
weight of physical and mental sufferings, they sink 
deeper and deeper still into all the horrors of a 
guilty conscience. To them the river over which 
they must pass is swollen with waves. Feeling 
the wretchedness of their situation, they exclaim, 
in the bitterness of despair, " What shall we do in 
the swellings of Jordan ?" Medical attendants may 
sometimes view such scenes ; but how different their 
feelings when they look upon one over whose head 
seventy and seven years have rolled along, racked 
with painful operations, vnthout shrinking ! To 
them the reality of the Christian's hope must clearly 
be seen. Who but He that became obedient imto 
death, could sustain the soul "wlien the tabernacle 
fs taking down ? His medical ad'raei^ tio^ \^^^\ 
thejr JiQ^ long known tkieix waff^iVxv^ ^«b^eii\. ydl 
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life to have bad a warm attachment to the justi- 
fying righteousness of the Lord Jesus Christ ; now 
Uiey witnessed its reality in his death. To one of 
them, with an amazing degree of firmness, he said, 
when told that probably a few short hours would 
terminate all his sufferings on earth, '* That is a 
consoling thought : let me die the death of the 
righteous, and let my last end be like his.'' Hard, 
indeed, must that heart have been which could have 
beheld such a scene, and remained insensible and 
unmoved. In such a season the coffers of the 
wealthy, burthened with the accumulated riches of 
the world, lose their absorbing influence. The 
pleasures of the great fade, and leave a void ; the 
strongest hold which they possess must snap asimder ; 
but the strength of the Christian is made more' 
secure. His foundation is built upon the unchang- 
ing prcmiises of Jehovah. With his anchor of hope 
cast within the veil, he outrides every storm ; and 
though his little bark may be long tossed upon the 
troubled waters of affliction, yet he feels secure^ 
with a sure and certain hope that ere long he shall 
enter the haven of rest. The subject of this Memoir 
Mly realized the truth of which he sung in hia 
175th hymn, the 8th verse : — 



** As gold from the flame, he'll bring thee at last. 
To praise him for all through which thou hast pass'd ( 
Then loTe everlasting thy griefs shall repay, 
And God from thine eyes wipe all sorrows away." 

There can be no dissembling in sucb «^ \vcsva \ 
tke mask of deception ia then throvm oS> mA ^^ 
d^g" mortal appears as he really is — evVXiet ^Xxo-tx 
m the hope of the gospel, or left to t\ve x«^«^«^ 
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despairing thoughts. Never did the insufficiency of 
the hope wrought by the labour of the sinner's own 
hands appear stronger than now ; the afflicted saint 
never experienced it so efTectually. He spoke much 
upon the glories of his great Redeemer in the work 
of man*8 redemption from sin : the completeness of 
the work^ with the justifying righteousness of 
Christ. 

He was now suffering much from physical weak- 
ness, produced by the severity of his disease, which 
obliged him to pause. After resting a little time» 
he exclaimed, with great energy, 

** The best obedience of my hands 

Dare not appear before thy throne ; 
But faith can answer thy demands, 
By pleading what my Lord hath done«" 

He then said to those who stood by his bedside^ 
^* My belief in this is immoveable : all must be of 
grace," Some one now spoke to him of the stabi- 
lity of the Christian's expectations, to which he re- 
plied, " O yes ! on the Rock of Ages for ever !" 

For a long time, by the motion of his lips, and the 
frequent lifting of his hands, it was thought that he 
held much communion with his God. Those who 
were favoured with the opportunity of witnessing 
the last trying scene, when the struggle for life was 
at its height, will never be unmindful of the valuable 
testimony of what free and sovereign grace can do. 
He had long believed that his Lord would sustain 
him by the right hand of his power and goodness, 
when the time for demolishing the weak tabernacle 
^y ^esh arrived. Though it was his lot to mourn, 
w^/A all the elect family of God, on^t the many 
doubts and fears which attend tYieifi m ^^Vt ^^w-^ 
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pilgnmage to die promised inheritance of a better 
world, many a time has he gloried and rejoiced at 
the consolation which he derived from the 10th verge 
of the 32d chapter of Deuteronomy : — ''He found him 
in a desert land, in a waste howling wilderness ; he 
led him about ; he instructed him ; he kept him as 
the apple of his eye." The security of the fold of 
Christ was a great source of comfort to him at all 
times. The final perseverance of the «aints was to 
him a cheering doctrine. He gives expression to 
the fulness of his belief in the verse from his Hymn- 
bo(^: — 

** Though thy sins are red, like scarlet, 
White as snow I'll make them be ; 
Though thou oft hast play'd the harlot, 
Fond of others more than me ; « 

Yet 1 love thee ; 
Thou art still my undefil'd.'* 

From the peculiar nature of the disorder with 
which he was afficted, he entertained apprehensions 
that his last hours would be painful and distressing, 
as is generally the case ; but his fears, with those of 
tiie fiunily, were, by the tender mercies of God, set 
aside. The pains of body had now greatly subsided, 
which gave him comfort, and enabled him to con- 
verse more freely with those who attended at his 
dying bed. Addressing himself to a friend who 
visited him, he said, ** Ah i sir, the war with Ama- 
kk will soon be over." Pausing a little, he again 
said, **Oh, the infinite merits of Christ!" Great 
exhaustion would frequently follow his attemi^t& t<^ 
ipeak aloud of what God had done tetVvttw. '^A.^ 
aerer adverted to the labour of Yi\a o^tv^:^^^^"^ 
m'tb contempt. The little volume ol ^Vi\ve w^v^ 
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which he had bequeathed to the worshipping family 
of God, as his last legacy, was never mentioned by 
him during the whole time of his affliction. 

About half-past two on the last morning of his 
existence on earth, when the sands from the glass 
had nearly run down, when the pitcher was about to 
be broken at the fountain, and the brittle thread be 
snapped asunder, he anxiously inquired the time; 
when told, a smile cheered up the face upon which 
death, the last enemy, had stamped its image. As 
a weary traveller, when he first gets a sight of the 
end of his long and tiresome journey, he rejoiced 
that soon would be 

" All his sorrows left behind, 
And earth exchang'd for heaven.'* 

Speaking to his son, who had told him the time, 
he said, with the sweetest composure of a mind at 
ease, and whose happy soul struggled within its frail 
tottering habitation, waiting the welcome summons 
to be gone — " Enable me — speak to me — teach me 
to number my days." 

From many expressions which dropped from his 
trembling lips, his attendants believed his mind to 
be strongly impressed with a presentiment that the 
hour of his release from the afflictions and sorrows 
of a life of cares was now very close at hand. His 
sufferings of body had now greatly abated ; but be- 
fore the last beaming ray of morning light broke in 
upon him through the window of his sick chamber, 
jyrevioua to his blest enjoyment of the full blaze of 
a glorious and eternal day, he had to undergo an« 
other struggle with the arcla. eneia^ o^ \a& «iou]. 
^'^iDg himself a little in his \)ed, atv^ «xfit^\\i^\ssk 
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voice to its utmost remaining strength, he said, 
** 'Tis false, thou vile accuser ; go !" His weak 
frame trembled violently with the extreme agitation 
which he had passed through in the conflict with 
the fiend of darkness, now to be vanquished. Re- 
maining silent for some time, until the tremor had 
passed off, and ease and quietness of mind been 
restored, he then exclaimed, as with the joy of a 
conqueror over all his foes — 

** And if one perish at thy feet, 
1*11 be the first to perish there." 

Words scarcely seem equal to an adequate descrip- 
tion of the scene at this moment. To the mind 
of the humble writer of this Memoir, who was 
present, with another member of the family whose 
tenderness will not be forgotten, no doubt existed 
but that he had been tried on every side to give up 
his hope, and believe that he had built on a sandy 
foundation ; that the robe of Christ's righteousness 
was not sufficient to cover him ; and that a hope of 
eternal salvation by the blood-stained cross of the 
Redeemer, was to him nothing better than a cun- 
ningly-devised fable. 

From this time his fightings and his fears were at 
an end. The termination of his voyage over the 
troubled waters of this life was near ; and the powers 
of a strong constitution began rapidly to give way. 
His difficulty of breathing increased, which made 
his language sometimes unintelligible, but the 
strength of his glorious hope shone brighter ; the 
occasional sentences from his lips filled \)Ek& \£cvxv.^^ 
of all present who anxiously endeavouxed Vo ^^^ 
erejj word, as they fell, with a satiLsiactot^ ^^\^ 
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Turning his head toward those who were looking 
upon him with deep and interested feelings, as if 
he had something to request from those whose 
eternal welfare lay near his heart, folding his 
hands together, he exclaimed, with a tremulous 
voice, " Remember Calvary." A short time after, 
he extended his pale hand, now cold with the chill 
of death, and calling for his son, said, ** I rejoice in 
hope/' He appeared to have had a sweet and 
welcome foretaste of the goodly land of Canaan, 
not very far off, upon which he was soon to set his 
feet. His ears, now deaf to the sounds of earthly 
discord, seemed to catch the swelling anthem from 
the glorified hosts of the redeemed in the New 
Jerusalem ; and in responsive strain to the great 
subject of their untiring and immortal song, said, 
" Worthy is the Lamb that was slain." He at one 
time was thought to be contemplating on the vast 
amount of glory which would be poured forth before 
the throne of his exalted Saviour, when " the 
world, with all which it inherits, shall dissolve ;" and 
when the general assembly and church of the first- 
bom shall meet in heaven ; and gave utterance to 
the words of his admired poet, Cowper — 

** When all the ransom'd church of God 
Be sav'd, to sin no more." 

As he approached the banks of Jordan's river, so 

his prospects for an eternal world appeared much 

brighter. Turning himself in his bed as well as his 

remaining strength would allow, he said to his son, 

'' Come near ; let me put my arm round your neck ; 

and for the last time comment, yow \;o Ciod^ «nd to 

the word of his grace •, t\vat "ft^i^ \Aft^««i% xaa;^ \* 
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upon my children, and my children's children; 
through the infinite merits of Him who hath re- 
deemed me, O God of my salvation." May that 
last embrace of a kind and indulgent father never be 
forgotten, and his prayer answered by the adoption 
of his children and children's children into the family 
of God, through the merits of Christ's death and 
intercession with the Father. Through the un- 
merited goodness and tender mercies of God, from 
this time to his death all pain left him. The world, 
with its perplexing cares, had now receded from his 
view. Though the powers of speech and memory 
still held their reign, the glories of salvation by the 
cross hung sweeUy upon his tongue. His feet 
touched the river over which he was soon to be 
safely conducted, whose swelling waves were now 
hushed to a perfect calm ; and, like Israel of old, he 
left on its margin a stone of Ebenezer, to shew to 
those who must come after how the Lord had helped 
him. Gradually and peacefully his sun was now 
sinking behind Uie boundaries of time ; its rays now 
seemed to thiow out their splendour and glory in 
brighter radiance, illuminating the gloom of the 
chamber where the hoary-headed saint lay waiting 
the long-expected arrival of angelic hosts to conduct 
him within the portals of his promised possession, 
where he would behold the face, and receive the 
joyful welcome, of his glorified and exalted Re- 
deemer, who for him hung on the cross. 
Truly it might be said, " His end was peace :" 

" Night winds fall not more gently to t\ve ^q\«A, 
Nor weary wom^ut winds expire so %o^'^ 

ffedied, as he had lived, a poor depexi^exA. «^ 
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on the free grace and tender mercy of God in Christ 
Jesus. Often had he expressed a wish, when health 
stood on his cheek, that in his last moments he 
might feel himself to be the chief of sinners, and 
never was a desire of the heart more fiilly realized. 
Those who were present with him when health had 
fled must bear their testimony to the views which he 
entertained of himself in the latest moments of his 
life. With his last labouring breath he said to those 
around him, as if he were desirous to give them 
another token of his safe standing, '* I am accepted 
— accepted." Gathering up his feet in the bed, 
like the good old patriarch, Jacob, he departed this 
mortal life, full of the assurance of faith, and fvJl of 
years, at five o'clock in the evening of the 15th 
day of November, 1 843 ; aged seventy-seven years. 
His dying testimony will never be forgotten by 
those who witnessed his departure to enter on the 
large reward reserved for him in heaven. In him 
the church of the living God on earth lost an ad- 
mirer, and the family a kind and indulgent father. 
His worth will long be remembered by all who knew 
him ; and his conversation at all times tended to 
pleasure and improvement. May his piety and 
zeal long encourage the hope of those who hare 
believed through grace ; and, with the divine blessing, 
may it awaken a desire in all to follow his steps as 
he followed Christ. 
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Indulgent God ! how kind 
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Jn Sardis was found 
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In realms of everlasting rest 

In Christ Hie Rock, let those who dwell 
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What meant the spouse who thus addres8*d 

What cheering words are these ! 
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Why, O my roving heart 

Why, O my soul, art thou dismay' d 

Ye favour'd in Zion 
Ye fearful souls whose hopes alone . . 
Ye ransom'd sons of Adam's race 
Ye sin-sick souls, dismiss your fears 
Ye slaves of sin, redeem'd by blood 

Zaccheus with his mortal eyes 
Zion's a city God hath bless' d 
Zion's a city fair 
Zion is a garden planted 

POEMS. 

Bible Nuts 

Cobbler's Stall, a Good Hint from a 

Covenant, &c., Foundering of the Ancient 

Flock, Going down by the Footsteps of the 

Fowler, Rev. Henry, Elegy on the Death of 

Grace Triumphant . . 

Graham, Mrs., Lines addressed to 

Hawker, Elegy on the Death of Dr. 

House of Wisdom built . . 

Moses, the Marriage of 

Satan Nonsuited 

Scurrilous Production, Lines in answer to a 

Shepherd's Conversation, the 

Zion, Fall and Restoration of . . 

Zion, Harmony amongst the Builders of 



PAOB. 

78 
102 

278 

221 

49 

64 

91 

242 
65 
96 

275 



310 
340 
327 
342 
346 
323 
350 
319 
336 
338 
316 
344 
331 
282 
319 



ORIGINAL GOSPEL HYMNS. 



HYMN I. L. M. 

Predestination to Eternal Life made known by 

Calling. 

1 THERE is a period known to Grod, 
When all his sheep, redeem*d by blood, 
Shall leave the hateful ways of sin, 
Turn to the fold and enter in. 

2 At peace with hell, with God at war, 
In sin's dark maze they wander far. 
Indulge their lust, and still go on 
As £Eir from God as sheep can run. 

3 But see how heav*n*s indulgent care 
Attends their wand'rings here and there ; 
Still hard at heel, where'er they stray, 
With pricking thorns to hedge their way. 

4 When wisdom calls they stop their ear, 
And headlong urge the mad career ; 
Judgments nor mercies e*er can sway 
Theu- roving feet to wisdom's way. 

5 Glory to God, they ne'er shall rove 
Beyond the limits of his love ; 
Fenced with Jehovah's shalls and wills, 
Firm as the everlasting hills. 

6 Th' appointed time rolls on apace. 
Not U>j)ropose, but call by grace , 
To change the heart, renevr t\ve \vV^, 

And turn the feet to Zion's \ul\, 

J' 
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HYMN II. L. M, 

The Lamb and his Virgin Company, 

1 ON Zion*s glorious summit stood 

A num*rou8 host, redeemed by blood ; 
They h3rmii*d their King in strains diviiiey 
I heard the song, and strove to join. 

2 Here all who suffered sword or flame. 
For truth, or Jesu's lovely name, 
Shout vict'ry now, and hail the Lamb, 
And bow before the great I am. 

3 While everlasting ages roll, 
Eternal love shall feast their soul ; 
And scenes of bliss, for ever new, 
Rise in succession to their view. 

4 Here Mary and Manasseh- view, 
The dying thief, and Abraham too ; 
With equal love their spirits flame, 

The same their joy, their song the same. 

5 O sweet employ to sing and trace 

Th* amazing heights and depths of grace ; 
And spend, from sin and sorrow firee^ 
A blissM, vast eternity ! 

C O what a sweet exalted song, 
When ev*ry tribe and ev*ry tongue. 
Redeemed by blood, with Christ appear, 
And join in one full chorus there. 

7 My soul anticipates the day. 

Would stretch her wings and soar away. 
To aid the song, a palm to bear. 
And bow-^the chief of sinners there. 



HYMN IIL L. M. 

The Rainbow of the Covenant. 

1 WHEiN in the cloud, with colours fisur, 
I see the coy*nant bow appear, 

Its beauteous form and lovely rays 
Awake my soul to love and praise. 

2 It tells me now how firm the base, 
The oath, the promise, and the grace, 
Which God of old, ere time begun. 
To Zion swore in Christ his son. 

3 Dejected saint, dismiss thy fears, 

Still round the throne this bow appears. 
Portending peace and mercy free. 
And full salvation now to thee. 

4 It points thy soul to Jesus now ; 
Vindictive wrath once smote his brow. 
That on thy guilty soul and mine 

No storms should beat of wrath divine. 

5 Sweet sign, that God remembers now 
To guilty man his ancient vow ; 

But sweeter far by faith to see 
A Covenant God, all love to thee. 

6 Here when thy fears begin to rise, 
And hope in ^sappointment dies, 
This cov'nant bow thy fears shall quell, 
'Twas made for thee in all things welL 

7 Should sin prevail and sorrows rise, 
And guilt and darkness veil the skies, 
Still round the throne the bow shall be. 
No sign of wrath, but love to lYvee. 



HYMN IV. L. M. 

The Blood shall he unto thee for a Token, 

1 IN types and shadows we are told 
Jesus was seen in days of old, 
Before the gospel dawn came in, 
A glorious sacrifice for sin. 

2 The Paschal Lamb which Israel slew, 
Ye seed of Jacob, speaks to you ; 
Holds Jesus forth, from blemish free. 
Whose blood's a peaceful sign thee. 

3 If sprinkled o*er thy conscience now. 
How greatly loved and bless*d art thou ; 
Thousands there are who never see 
This peaceful sign made known to thee. 

4 Made known to whom ? to those approved, 
God*s own elect, in Christ beloved ; 
They, only they, are led to see 

This peaceful sign made known to thee. 

5 Art thou a son, for sin distress'd ? 
Doth guilt lie heavy on thy breast ? 
In Christ the Lamb deliverance see. 
His blood's a peaceful sign to thee. 

6 Once Jesus as thy Surety bled. 

Was crown'd with thorns, to Calv*ry led. 
From Sinai's curse to set thee free : 
His blood*8 a peaceful sign to thee. 

7 Then why, my soul, shouldst thou despair, 
And doubt thy SavioMt'a eonstant care ? 
Torn from himseli l\vo\x cmv^V. TicA.>a^, 

His l>lood*6 a peacefuV s\^ X-o XJtw^^, 
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8 And when thy God shall bid thee rise 
To join the chorus of the skies, 
This thy support in death shall be, 
His blood's a peaceful sign to thee. 

HYMN V. c. M. 

Salvation is of God. 

1 LORD of Creation's wondrous frame. 

And Israel's faiths God, 
My song shall loud thy grace proclaim, 
And sound thy fame abroad. 

2 Salvation came from thee alone. 

Thy glorious grace to praise ; 
Plann'd by the sacred Three in One 
From everlasting days. 

5 Long ere the day that Adam fell, 

Or earth was curs'd for sin. 
That cov'nant, made in all things well, 
Grasp'd all thy chosen in. 

4 Deep in th' eternal annals 'graved. 
Their worthless names were foimd ; 
Saved in the Lord, for ever saved. 
And in life's bundle bound. 

6 Thus, till th' affections of our God 

From Jesus shall remove. 
So long, the purchase of his blood 
Will God the Father love. 

HYMN VI. L. M. 

The Foundation of God standing Sure, 

1 WHEN from the truth professors Iwtr., 
Jesus reject and mercy spuTiv, 
To Zion'8 God this truth s\\a\\ Avow, 
That with bia wheat the tares ^VviXV ^^^^ 
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2 He knows the number and the names 
Whom Christ redeemed from Tophet's flames. 
Nor shall the fall of sinners make 

The base of mercy's building shake. 

3 Though twice ten thousand sinners go 
Down to the shades of endless woe, 
His love from all mutation free, 

The guard of his elect shall be. 

4 To fall from thence, if God be true, 
No sinner shall whom he foreknew ; 
Or till his hand shall once deface 
The ancient records of his grace. 

5 From Jesus neither fire nor flood 
Shall rend the purchase of his blood ; 
Whom he redeem*d with him shall rise, 
To fill a mansion in the skies. 

6 Triumphant grace, though men oppose, 
Shall save the remnant God hath chose ; 
Salvation's free, and shall be given 

To all the blood-bought heirs of heaven. 

HYMN VII. L.M. 
The Wedding Garment, 

1 A POTENT monarch, 'tis declared, 
Of old, a marriage feast prepared. 
To celebrate, with pomp unknown, 
The marriage nuptials of his son. 

2 In robes prepar'd convened the guests, 
But there was one amon^ the rest, 
Who to this Toya\ wed^\Tv% cmci^^ 

JBxposed to evexVastAW^ ^WRft, 



3 The Prince, with terror on his brow, 
Addressed him, *' Friend, whence earnest thou ? 
" Thy robes are not what I prepare, 

" Nor like the guests' assembled here." 

4 The man was speechless ; while he spoke 
Within his breast his crimes awoke, 

His vain delusive joys were gone, 
For he had not this garment on. 

5 Thus in the great decisive day, 
When judgment takes the mask away. 
The naked soul must then appear 
Without this glorious garment there. 

6 Sinner, without this garment on. 
Thy hopes of heaven will fade anon ; 
The marriage supper none shall grace, 
Without this robe of righteousness. 

7 Yet when the Lamb shall celebrate 
His nuptial joys in royal state. 

His spotless bride shall then be seen, 
All fair without and fair within. 

8 Great God ! in that divine array 
May I be. found another day ; 
Around the throne with joy appear, 
With all the blood-wash'd myriads there. 

HYMN VIII. p. M. 

/ once teas alive without the Law. 

1 HOW aw^ the state I was in. 

When Satan's proud vassal 1 s\acA^ 
Bound fast in the fetters oi sixi» 
Rejecting salvation by \>\ood ; 
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On self my dependence was laid, ' 
I llioiiglit myself holy and free, 

Till Sinai its terrors displayed, 

And drove me, dear Jesus, to thee. 

2 Thus stripp*d by the precept at last, 

A debtor insolvent I am ; 
My sins, both the present and past. 

Were paid in the blood of the Lamb ; 
From hence this conclusion I draw, 

With gospel assurance, that he 
Whose heart was ne'er broke by the law. 

No sweets in the gospel can see, 

HYMN IX. L. M. 

THE church's complaint. 

/ sought him, hut I found him not. 

1 BEHOLD the spouse replete with fears. 
Seeking her absent Lord in tears ; 

In great distress she seems to be, 
And pants his sacred face to see, 

2 Like her my soul has often been. 
When clouds and darkness intervene ; 
I've sought in vain that face to see. 
Disfigured once with blood for me. 

3 I sought him in his temple, where 
His saints, to worship, oft repair ; 
Yet even here, so hard my lot, 

I sought him, but I found him not. 

4 I sought to find him on my knees, 
/ sought him in his promiaes ; 

But his dear face I ne'er covAd a^, 
'Twos like the barren \ieat\i \o m<i. 
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5 The sacred page no hope reveal'd 

With seren-fold night the book was sealed , 
Nor hope nor comfort cotdd aiford, 
For I had lost my only Lord. 

6 At length his lovely face he show'd. 
And joys divine my heart o'erflow'd ; 
My sorrows fled when Jesus smiled, 
And called me still his imdefil'd. 

7 I then could, in seraphic lays, 
Have sung his everlasting praise ; 
But silent bowed at love so free, 
And wept o*er him who died for me. 

HYMN X. L. M. 

Calling. 

1 ONCE, as the friend of sinners dear, 
A man of sorrows sojoum'd here, 
Eternal love ordain*d it so, 

That through Samaria he must go. 

2 But what could his dear feet incline, 
Unless compelled by love divine, 
From whence salvation's blessings flow, 
That he must through Samaria go. 

3 There, wandering from the fold of Grod, 
He saw the purchase of his blood ; 
And o*er this wretch, to lust a slave, 
Did sovereign grace her banner wave. 

4 Herein discriminating grace 

Shone with a bright reiulgent VA^lZi^ \ 
WJjjJe dead in sin ten thouaandaWe, 
Grace brought this rebel harlot xa^^ 
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6 Roused from her fond delusive dream. 
As IsraeFs God she worshipped him ; 
Drank of that living water pure, 
That shall to endless years endure. 

6 This object of eternal love, 
Ordain'd to fill a throne above. 
Shall in the gospel annals shine. 
And prove election all divine. 

7 Jesus, our Shepherd, God, end King, 
Thy guardian care and love we sing. 
And hail that grace both rich and free. 
That brings thy wand'ring sheep to thee. 

8 Glory to God, till this takes place, 
Bulwarks of fire and walls of grace. 
Keep all his blood-bought flock secure. 
Till calling proves election sure. 

HYMN XI. p, M. 
*Tis the voice of my Beloved. 

1 'TIS the voice of my beloved, 

His dear face methinks I see, 
Fraught with blessings, peace, aiid pardc 

Skipping o*er the hills to me ; 
Sweet the accents, 
Whispering peace, and sins forgiven. 

2 Now the shades of night dispersing. 

On me dawn*d the welcome day, 
Love divine, beyond rehearsing, 

Chas'd the mist of sin away, 
While my spirit 
Bask'd in his meridian beam. 
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3 Thus with heavenly fare he fed ine, 

Fill'd my soul with love divine, 
And to living fountains led me : 

** Drink," said he, " this hlood of mine: 
" This shall cheer thee, 
'* When with sin and sorrow press'd. 

4 " Though thy sins are red like scarlet, 

" White as snow 1*11 make them be ; 
" Though thou oft hast play'd the harlot, 

** Fond of others more than me; 
" Yet I love thee, 
" Thou art still my undefil'd. 

5 " I have raiment to attire thee, 

** I have blood to make thee dean ; 
** Without blemish I admire thee, 

** Fair without and fair within : 
" Now I'U give thee 
" One sure pledge of heav'n below. 

6 ** When thy warfare is completed, 

** And thy times of sorrow o*er, 
" All my love that I've related, 

" Thou shalt prove, yea, ten times mol>e, 
" When I feast thee 
** With the fulness of my joy." 

HYMN XII. L. M. 
Everlasting Love. 

1 'TWAS with an everlasting love 

That God his own elect embraced. 
Before he made the worlds above. 

Or earth on her huge colwmiv^ '^\«l<^^^. 
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3 Long ere the sun's refulgent ray 

Primeval shades of darkness drove, 
They on his sacred hosom lay, 
Lor'd with an everlasdng love. 

3 Then, in the glass of his decrees, 

Christ and his bride appear'd as one ; 
Her sin, by imputation, his, 

Whilst she in spotless splendour shorn 

4 O love, how high thy glories swell, 

How great, immutable, and free ! 
Ten diousand sins, as black as hell. 
Are Bwallow'd up, O love, in thee ! 

5 Lov'd when a wretch defil'd with sin. 

At war with heav'n, in league with hi 
A slave to every lust obscene. 
Who, living, lived but to rebel. 

6 Believer, here thy comfort stands. 

From first to last salvation's free ; 
And everlasting love demands 
An everlasting song from thee. 

HYMN XIII. p. M. 
The tame. 

1 WITH David's Lord, and pnr*«, 

A cov'nant once was made, 
Whose bonds are firm and sure. 

Whose glories ne'er shall fade ; 
Sign'd by the sacred Three in One, 
In mutual love ere time begnn. 

2 Firm as the lasting hills. 

This cov'uant shall eadure, 

Wiose potent ihalU and vrilh 

Make every blca^ng &\ue -. 
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When ruin shakes all nature's frame, 
Its jots and tittles stand the same. 

3 Here the vast seas of grace, 

Love, peace, and mercy, flow, 
That all the hlood-bought race 

Of men or angels know : 
O sacred deep, without a shore ! 
Who shall thy limits e'er explore ? 

4 Here, when thy feet shall fall. 

Believer, thou shalt see 
Grace to restore thy soul, 

And pardon, full and free : 
Thee, with delight shall God behold 
A chosen sheep in Zion's fold. 

5 And when through Jordan *s flood 

Thy God shall bid thee go, 
His arm shall thee defend, 

And vanquish ev'ry foe ; 
And in this covenant thou shalt view 
Sufficient strength to bear thee through. 

HYMN XIV. c. M. 
Chrisfs Invitation to his Spouse, 

1 'TIS to his spouse that Jesus speaks, 

He chides her long delay ; 
How sweet his sacred accent breaks, 
** My fair one, come away. 

2 *' No howling tempests rend the skies, 

** Creation now looks gay ; 

" My love, my undefiled, arise \ 

** My fell* one, come away. 

c 
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*3 *' Should guilt still hover o*er thy mind, 
" My love shall ne*er decay ; 
I've thy release from bondage sign'd ; 
My fair one, come away. 

4 ** Why shouldst thou doubt my pow'r to save, 
And pine with sore dismay ? 
I Egypt for thy ransom gave ; 
My fair one, come away. 

6 " Thy sins were of a bloody hue, 
** That on thy Saviour lay ; 
" For thee I gave the law its due ; 
** My fair one, come away. 

6 '* Should earth, with her ten thousand charms, 

" Invite thy soul to stay, 
" Yet still to thy Redeemer's arms, 
" My fair one, come away. 

7 " The sacred turtle's voice within. 
Proclaims the same to-day ; 

It sweetly whispers pardon'd sin ; 
** My fair one, come away. 

8 " Let nothing felt or fear'd within 

" Thy trembling soul dismay ; 
** From self, from slavish fear and sin, 
" My fair one, come away." 

HYMN XV. p. M. 

Boasting excluded, or Sinners saved hy Grace* 

1 LET Zion in her songs record 
The honours of her djdng Lord, 
Triumphant over sin ; 
How sweet the song tVveTe'ft none can say, 
But he whose sins are vf^\v^^ v^vj^ 
Who feels the same m\5ci\xv. 
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2 We claim no merit of our own, 

But, self-condemned, before thy throne, 

Our hopes on Jesus place ; 
In heart, in lip, in life deprav'd. 
Our theme shall be ** A sinner sav'd," 
And praise redeeming grace. 

3 We'll sing the same while life shall last. 
And when, at the archangel's blast. 

Our sleeping dust shall rise. 
Then, in a song for ever new, 
The glorious theme we'll still pursue 

Throughout the azure skies. 

4 Prepared of old, at God's right hand 
Bright everlasting mansions stand 

For all the blood-bought race ; 
And till we reach those seats of bliss, 
We'll sing no other song but this — 

Salvation all of grace. 

HYMN XVI. c. M. 

Christ a Refuge* 

1 CHRIST is the sinner's only friend. 

Salvation's in his name : 
His love to Zion knows no end, 
To endless years the same. 

2 Christ is a refuge in distress. 

When tempests rage within, 
• Or when her foes around her press — 
The world, death, hell, and sin. 

3 The way, the glorious way to God, 

Shines in his bleeding side ; 
From ev'ry stain of sin that ftood 
ShAU suiely cleanse his bride. 
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4 Her life from danger is Bccare, 

'T» hid with Christ above ; 
Jehovah's throne Btonds not more su 
Than his unchanging love. 

5 Though still her gins displeasing are 

He views her in his Son ; 
Clad with his vesture bright and fai] 
She's like the Holy One. 

6 For that bless'd hour she daily aigha 

When, his dear face to view. 
She, mounting lo her native skies. 
Shall hid all sin adieu. 

HYMN XVII. c. M. 



1 'TWAS not to make Jehovah's lo' 

Towards the sinner flame, 
That Jesus, from his throne above 
A suff'ring man became. 

2 'Twas not the death which he end 

Nor all the pangs he bore, 
That God's eternal love procur'd. 
For God was love before, 

3 He lov'd tLe world of his elect, 

Wilh love Burpasaing thought ; 
Nor will his mercy e'er neglect 
Tlie souls so dearly bought. 

4 The warm affections of his breast 

Towards h\% cVvoaetv Wtiv ■, 
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5 Still to confirm his oath of old, 

See in the heav'ns his how ; 
No fierce rehukes, hut love untold, 
Awaits his children now. 

6 O could my soul hut realize 

That sacred, joyful scene. 
When all his saints, ahove the skies, 
Shall round his throne convene. 

HYMN XVIII. L. M. 

Union with Jesus, 

1 'TWIXT Jesus and the chosen race, 
Suhsists a hond of sovereign grace. 
That hell, with its infernal train, 
Shall ne'er dissolve, nor rend in twain. 

2 This sacred hond shall never hreak. 
Though earth should to her centre shake ; 
Rest, douhting saint, assured of this. 

For Grod has pledged his holiness. 

3 He swore hut once — the deed was done, 
*Twas settled by the Great Three-One ; 
Christ was appointed to redeem 

AH that the Father loved in him. 

4 Hail 1 sacred union, firm and strong, 
How great the grace, how sweet the song, 
That rebel worms should ever be 

One with Incarnate Deity ! 

5 One in the tomb, one when he rose^ 
One when he triumphed o'er \i\a i^»&> 
One when in heaven he took.\i\« ^^aX> 

WJuJe seraphs sung all he\V& dete^X.- 

c a 
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6 This sacred tie forbids their fears, 
For all he is or has is their's ; 

With him, their head, they stand or fall. 
Their life, their surety, and their all. 

7 The sinner's peace, the day*s-man he. 
Whose blood should set his people free : 
On them his fond affections ran, 
Before he drew creation's plan. 

8 Bless'd be the wisdom and the grace, 
Th' eternal love and faithfulness, 
That's in the gospel scheme reveal'd, 
And is by God the Spirit seal'd. 

HYMN XIX. c. M. 

Insolvent Debtors clad in the righteousness of 
Christ justified from all things. 

1 JESUS hath magnified the law, 

Hath vanquish 'd hell and sin, 
And righteousness, without a flaw, 
Brought once for ever in. 

2 Insolvents, clad in this array, 

Fear not Mount Sinai's din : 
'Twill stand when earth shall pass away ; 
'Twas brought by Jesus in. 

3 This change of raiment ye possess, 

Is linen white and clean ; 
'Tis called " Jehovah's righteousness :" 
'Twas brought by Jesus in. 

4 Zion shall make her boast of this. 

And life eternal win ; 
'Tis everlasting righteousness ; 
Twas brought by Jesus in. 



19 

5 Tills royal robe, tliis wedding dress, 

Shall cancel all her sin, 
Of crimes, the greater and the less ; 
*Twas brought by Jesus in. 

6 This only robe shall God approve, 

To hide thy stains of sin ; 
*Twas wove by everlasting love. 
And brought by Jesus in. 

HYMN XX. p. M. 

Christ the end of the Law. 

1 WHEN toiHng for life 

At Sinai I lay, 
To terror and wrath 

My soul was a prey ; 
Its threat'nings and curses 

Then fiird me with awe, 
Yet drove me to Jesus, 

The end of the law. 

2 'Twas night with my soul, 

I knew not my way. 
Was deluged wifii guilt. 

With shame and dismay ; 
At length, through the promise. 

This fair one I saw, 
Ev*n Jesus my surety. 

The end of the law. 

3 My Weakness he chid ; 

He said " 'Tis in vain, 
" Salvation by works 

'* Thou canst hot obtain ; 
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Did all his Son's elect embrace, 
As sheep within his fold. 

3 The basis of eternal love, 

Shall mercy's frame sustain ; 
Earth, hell, or sin, the same to move. 
Shall all conspire in vain. 

4 Sing, O ye sinners bought with blood, 

HaU the Great Three in One ; 
Tell how secure the cov'nant stood 
Ere time its race begun. 

5 Ne'er had ye felt the guilt of sin, 

Nor sweets of pard'ning love, 
Unless your worthless names had been 
Enroll'd to life above. 

6 O what a sweet exalted song 

Sliall rend the vaulted skies, 
Then, shouting grace, the blood-wash'd throng 
Shall see the Top Stone rise. 

HYMN XXIII. p. M. 

The Spiritual Touching of Jesus: 

1 The gospel of Jesus 

Is built on free grace. 
Proclaiming good news to 

The vile and the base ; 
There's nothing requir'd but 

A sense of your woe. 
For Jesus hath healing 

Beyond what you know. 

2 When wounded or broken. 

Or sinking with fear, 
He gives thee this token, 
To ** be of good c\veer ;" 



23 

And tells thee, though great thy 

Distresses may be, 
The hem of his garment ^ 

Hath healing for thee, 

8 If others are fiiYoar*d 

With light, life, and love, 
Those gifts of the Spirit 

Proceed from above ; 
But he that can't read his 

Election by name, 
A touch of this garment 

Will answer the same. 

4 Take comfort, believer. 

Esteem it your bliss, 
That he who hath Jesus, 

Hath all that he is ; 
Salvation complete. 

Without chasm or flaw. 
Proceeds from the touch of 

His garment, we know. 

5 This virtue of touching 

There's some would conceal. 
Who say, " Be ye holy, 

*' And Jesus will heal ;** 
Thus, while they entangle 

And stumble the soul. 
He gropes for the truth, as 

The blind for the waU. 

6 But where the Redeemer 'a 

Exalted alone. 
The first and the last, yea, 
The Chief Comer Stoive \ 
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5 No ; to the temple of thy grace 

He'll cast his eyes again, 
And view within that sacred place 
The Lamb for sinners slain. 

6 Electing love, that three-fold cord, 

Which saves £rom hell's despair. 
To bring him to his Sovereign Lord, 
Shall angle for him there. 

7 Jonah shall for his folly smart ; 

Yet, in his fall, shall prove 
The deep rebellion of his heart. 
And God's Unchanging Love, 

HYMN XXVI. c. M. 

Contemplating the Scheme of Salvation. 

1 ARISE, my thoughts, and trace the spring 

From whence salvation came ; 
Do thou. Celestial Spirit, bring 
Thy soul-expanding flame. 

2 'Twas settled in Jehovah's grace, 

That deep the most profound, 
Before he gave the hills their place, 
Or fix'd creation's bound. 

3 Great God ! how deep thy coimcils lie ; 

Supreme in pow'r art Thou ; 
All things, to thine omniscient eye, 
Are one eternal now. 

4 Thy thoughts of peace to Israel's race 

From everlasting flow'd ; 
And when thou hid'st thy lovely face, 
Thou still art larayeVa God. 
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5 In ties of blood, and nothing less, 

We claim thee as our own ; 
And God th' Eternal Spirit bless 
Who makes the kindred known. 

I 

6 Long as the covenant shall endure, 

Made by the Great Three-One, 
Salvaticm is for ever sure, 
To every blood-bought son. 

HYMN XXVII. L. M. 

Pleading the Promise. 

1 WHEN Zion*s sons. Great God ! appear 
In Zion's courts, for praise and pray*r, 
Then, in thy Spirit, deign to be 

As one with those who worship thee. 

2 Till thou shalt o'er the waters move, 
'Twill but a barren season prove : 
Lifeless and cold will be the song, 
The preacher dull, the service long. 

3 Without thy sov'reign pow'r, O ! Lord, 
No sweets the gospel can atibrd ; 

No drops of heav'nly love will fall 
To cheer the weary, thirsting soul. 

4 Winds from the north and south, awake, 
Take of the things of Jesus, take ; 
Diffuse thy kind celestial dew. 

Bring pardon, peace, and healing too. 

5 Confirm the weak and feeble knees. 
Unfold the gospel promises ; 

Thy truth impress on ev'ry mind ; 
May ev'ry heart a blessing findl 
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6 Then shall we count the season dear, 
To those who speak, or those who hear ; 
And all conspire with sweet accord. 
In hymns of joy, to praise the Lord. 

HYMN XXVIII. c. M. 

The Joyful Sound of the Gospel, 

1 THE glorious gospel of our God 

Is joyj^ news f^om heaven ; 
Salvation free, in Jesu*s blood, 
And life eternal giv*n. 

2 *Tis not the GospeVs joyful sound, 

Nor silver trump, we hear, 
When Sinai's terrors men confound 
With Zion*s beauties fair. 

3 He needs no creature-power or skill. 

His finished work to mend ; 
But works his own eternal will, 
As wisdom did intend. 

4 When Uzzah stretch'd his puny hand, 

Behold his awful fall ; 
The shaking ark secure shall stand, 
When God designs it shall. 

5 If *tis of works, and not of grace, 

No crown shall mortals have ; 
For all the good of Adam*s race 
A single soul can't save. 

6 To God the Father's love divine, 

The Spirit, and the Son, 

Let everlasting honours shine, 

WhiJe years eternal run. 
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HYMN XXIX. c. M. 
The Key of David. 

1 JESUS, the true eternal God, 

Omnipotent to save ; 
My song shall spread thy fame abroad, 
Triumphant o*er the grave. 

2 Once did our flesh thy Godhead veil, 

Though Lord of angels thou, 
We bid such wondrous love. All hail ! 
And at thy footstool bow. 

d When through that sacred flesh of thine 
The rugged nails were driven, 
Thou didst dispose, by right divine, 
The brilliant thrones of heav*n. 

4 The dying thief he thus address*d. 

While hanging on the tree : 
** To-day thy favoured soul shall rest 
** In Paradise with me." 

5 His potent arms sustain the keys 

Of Tophet's dreary cell. 
Can open heav*n when he shaU please. 
Or shut the gates of hell. 

6 There's none can pass the gates of death 

Till he the warrant sign ; 
Praise him, my soul, in every breath, 
His love and pow'r divine. 

HYMN XXX. p. M. 
Of whom the World was not worthy. 

1 WHO are they in bright apparel, 
Now at rest before the throne ; 
Once engaged in Jesu's quatieX^ 

D 3 
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Fought the fight, the victory won ; 

Now their sorrows 
End in everlasting songs. 

2 Once engulf 'd in tribulation, 

Curs'd by men, and hated, they ; 
Now they sing the great salvation ; 
Hark ! 'tis sacred harmony ; 

Strains more noble 
Than the flaming seraphs sing. 

3 See, my soul, admire and wonder 

What their bosoms could inspire ; 
They were ston'd and sawn asunder, 
Cheerfully embraced the fire ; 

Yet, in all things. 
More than ConquWors through the Lamb 

4 Oft in caverns, waste and dreary. 

From destruction glad to hide. 
Void of couch when faint and weaipy, 
Oft by sword and peril tried ; 

Yet to touch them. 
Was to touch Jehovah's eye. 

5 Of the promise God had spoken, 

Its fulfilment faith believ'd, 
Knew his oath could not be broken, 
Nor his people's hope deceiv'd ; 

Thus believing. 
Saw the promise beam from for. 

6 In the faith of Jesus dying, 

All their woes for ever cease ; 
There's no sorrow, tears, or sighing, 
In the realms of endless peace ; 

Joys eternal 
Feast their happy saints there. 
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HYMN XXXI. 8. M. 

Here am /, and the Children whom thou hast 

given me, 

1 HARK ! *tis the Bridegroom's voice, 

With all the blood-bought throng, 
Objects of Grod the Father's choice, 
From every tribe and tongue. 

2 " Father," we hear him say, 

*' Behold each chosen son, 

" Who on thy sacred bosom lay 

" Ere time its race begun. 

3 " Thine, by creation thine, 

" Secured by thy decree ; 
" And by my death and sufF'ring mine, 
" On Calv'ry's bloody tree. 

4 " Thine, by electing grace, 

" In life's fair volume found, 
'* Ere, in the vast immeasured space, 
" The shining orbs went roimd." 

5 With Jesus they appear. 

All that his Fatiier gave ; 
There's not a sinner lacking there, 
Whom Jesus came to save. 

6 Of Judas, and his fall. 

Prediction long foretold ; 
" Nor did my djring accents call 
" This wand'rer to thy fold. 

7 " For him I never died ; 

" Or, Father, thou wouldst be 
" Unjust to sever this my bride, 
" My blood-bought bride^ from m^» 
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8 " Father, whom thou hast chose, 
" Let them my glory see ; 
For thou hast ever loved those, 
" As thou hast loved me." 
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HYMN XXXII. p. M. 
Reigning Grace, 

1 HARK ! how the hlood-hought host above 
C(Hispire to praise redeeming love, 

In sweet harmonious strains ; 
And while they strike their golden lyres, 
This glorious theme each bosom fires, 

That grace triumphant reigns. 

2 Join thou, my soul, for thou canst tell 
How grace divine broke up thy cell, 

And loos'd thy native chains ; 
And still, from that auspicious day, 
Hdw oft art thou constrained to say, 

That grace triumphant reigns. 

3 When David fell, in days of old. 

This brought the wanderer to the fold, 

A prisoner in its chains ; 
Now free from sin, a virgin soul, 
To sing, while endless ages roll. 

That grace triumphant reigns, 

4 Grace, till the tribes redeemed by blood 
Are brought to know themselves and God, 

Her empire shall maintain ; 
To call, when he appoints the day. 
And from the mighty take the prey. 

Shall grace triumphant reign. 

3 When call'd to meet the King of Dread, 
Should love compose my dying bed, 
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And grace my soul sustain, 
Then, ere I quit this mortal clay, 
I'll raise my fainting voice, and say. 

Let grace triumphant reign. 

HYMN XXXIII. L. M. 

The Banquet of Love, 

1 TO banquet once the spouse was led 
By him who for her pardon bled ; 
There was her soul indulged to prove, 
His looks divine and banner love. 

2 Like her, my soul, beneath the word, 
Was led to banquet with my Lord ; 
His flesh I ate, his love I sung. 
While o'er my head his banner himg. 

8 *Twas then I found a heaven within, 
And pard'ning blood for every sin ; 
While love eternal, great, and free, 
Was still his banner over me. 

4 Thus in his favour life I found. 

Whose temples once with thorns were crown' 
While o'er my head, a wretch deprav'd. 
In folds of love, his banner wav'd. 

5 O ! sweet repast of living bread ; 

*' In thine embraces. Lord," I said, 
" I'm sick of love, and faint to see 
** Thy banner thus spread over me." 

6 " *Twas for thy sin, my love," he said, 
Those poignant thorns surround my heai 
I groan'd and bled on Calv'ry's tree, 

*' To spread this banner over thee." 
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7 Jesus, when thou shalt call, I flj 
To join the marriage feast on high ; 
And o'er thy glorious fulness rove, 
And pay my Saviour love for love. 

HYMN XXXIV. L. M. 
Whom to "know i$ Life eternaL 

1 SAVED is the sinner that believes ; 
The sacred gospel annals shew 

To him repentance, Jesus gives 
And sin's complete remission too. 

2 He hears the Spirit's voice within ; 
A sacred ray breaks on his eyes. 
Shakes off at once the sleep of sin : 
He naked now to Jesus flies. 

8 Sprinkled with blood his conscience is. 
He feels the sweets of sin forgiv'n. 
While Jesu's spotless righteousness 
Becomes his title now to heav'n. 

4 Samaria's harlot, at the well. 
Drank of this living water pure ; 
On her that heavenly manna fell, 
That shall to endless years endure. 

5 Jesus, thy Godhead, blood, and name, 
O ! *tis eternal life to know ; 

Here let my soul her hold maintain 
When press'd by conscience, wrath, or law. 

6 Sin-burden'd soul, with tempest toss*d. 
Thy bark shall ev*ry storm outride ; 

Grace once received can ne'er be lost, 
Nor hell, from Christ l\i^ *o\!\ ^Tvi^a^ 
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HYMN XXXV. p. M. 

Christ the Door of the Sheepfold. 

1 " THE door of the sheepfold am I," 

Saith Jesus, ** come enter by me, 
" Your wants shall receive a supply, 

" From danger your soul shall be free ; 
** The fold is immutable love, 

" A fence never broken by sin, 
'* And happy are tliey that can prove 

" By me they have entered therein. 

2 The voice of the Shepherd they know, 
** But hirelings reject with disdain, 

Who constancy toil at the law, 
" But cannot the gospel explain ; 

Such pastors, my sheep when they hear, 
*' Shall never attend to their lore, 
'* Because they are taught to infer, 
" Such never came in by the door. 

3 " The sheep of my pasture are men, 

'' I lead them to pastures divine ; 
'* And who shall presume to condemn, 

** I feed them, and clothe them as niine ; 
" I saw them when wand'ring firom Ood, 

" And how under sin they were sold ; 
" 'I ransom'd them all by my blood, 

** And brought them safe into the fold." 

4 Let Jesus who died to redeem, 

T^ie Lamb from eternity slain, 
Be dear in his people's esteem, 

And ever exidted remain : 
Ye ransom'd, refuse not your breath ; 

Ye captives, whose fettexa -wete «,^:wm%> 
Make bun that redeemed you ftcoia ^«»X>a., 

The £rst and the last in your %oTvg,« 
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7 Jesus, when thou shalt call, I flj 
To join the marriage feast on high ; 
And o'er thy glorious fulness rore, 
And pay my Saviour love for love. 

HYMN XXXIV. L. M. 

Whom to "know is Life eternaL 

1 SAVED is the sinner that believes ; 
The sacred gospel annals shew 

To him repentance, Jesus gives 
And sin's complete remission too. 

2 He hears the Spirit's voice within ; 
A sacred ray breaks on his eyes. 
Shakes off at once the sleep of sin : 
He naked now to Jesus flies. 

8 Sprinkled with blood his conscience is. 
He feels the sweets of sin forgiv'n. 
While Jesu*s spotless righteousness 
Becomes his title now to heav'n. 

4 Samaria's harlot, at the well, 
Drank of this living water pure ; 
On her that heav'nly manna fell, 
That shall to endless years endure. 

5 Jesus, thy Godhead, blood, and name, 
O ! 'tis eternal life to know ; 

Here let my soul her hold maintain 
When press 'd by conscience, wrath, or law. 

6 Sin-burden'd soul, with tempest toss'd. 
Thy bark shall ev'ry storm outride ; 
Grace once received can ne'er be lost, 

Nor hell, from Christ l\iy *o\!\ ^xx'^a^ 
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HYMN XXXV. p. M. 

Christ the Door of the Sheepfold, 

1 " THE door of the sheepfold am I," 

Saith Jesus, " come enter by me, 
** Your wants shall receive a supply, 

'* From danger your soul shall be free ; 
** The fold is immutable love, 

" A fence never broken by sin, 
'* And happy are tliey that can prove 

" By me they have enter'd therein. 

2 The voice of the Shepherd they know, 

'* But hirelings reject with disdain, 
" Who constancy toil at the law, 

'* But cannot the gospel explain ; 
" Such pastors, my sheep when they hear, 

" Shall never attend to their lore, 
*^ Because they are taught to infer, 

" Such never came in by the door. 

3 " The sheep of my pasture are men, 

'^ I lead them to pastures divine ; 
'* And who shall presume to condemn, 

'* I feed them, and clothe them as mine ; 
" I saw them when wand*ring from God, 

" And how under sin they were sold ; 
" 'I ransom*d them all by my blood, 

" And brought them safe into the fold." 

4 Let Jesus who died to redeem. 

The Lamb from eternity slain, 
Be dear in his people's esteem. 

And ever exalted remain : 
Ye ransom'd, refuse not your breath ; 

Ye captives, whose fetters \?eicfe ^twy£v%> 
Make bhn that redeem' d you froTo. ^eaJOia.^ 

The jRrst and the last ia youx ^otv^* 
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7 Jesus, when thou shalt call, I flj 
To join the marriage feast on high ; 
And o'er thy glorious fulness rore, 
And pay my Saviour love for loYe. 

HYMN XXXIV. L, M. 

Whom to know is Life eternaL 

1 SAVED is the sinner that helieves ; 
The sacred gospel annals shew 

To him repentance, Jesus gives 
And sin's complete remission too. 

2 He hears the Spirit's voice within ; 
A sacred ray breaks on his eyes. 
Shakes off at once the sleep of sin : 
He naked now to Jesus flies. 

8 Sprinkled with blood his conscience is. 
He feels the sweets of sin forgiv'n, 
While Jesu's spotless righteousness 
Becomes his title now to heav'n. 

4 Samaria's harlot, at the well, 
Drank of this living water pure ; 
On her that heav'nly manna fell, 
That shall to endless years endure. 

5 Jesus, thy Godhead, blood, and name, 
O ! 'tis eternal life to know ; 

Here let my soul her hold maintain 
When press'd by conscience, wrath, or law. 

6 Sin-burden'd soul, with tempest toss'd, 
Thy bark shall ev'ry storm outride ; 
Grace once received can ne'er be lost. 

Nor bell, from Christ thy soul divide. 
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HYMN XXXV. p. M. 

Christ the Door of the Sheep/old, 

1 " THE door of the sheepfold am I," 

Saith Jesus, ** come enter by me. 
Your wants shall receive a supply. 
From dan^r your soul shidl be free ; 
** The fold is immutable love, 
A fence never broken by sin, 
And happy are they that can prove 
*' By me they have enter'd therein. 

2 The voice of the Shepherd they know, 
But hirelings reject with disdain. 

Who constantly tool at the law, 
** But cannot the gospel explain ; 
Such pastors, my sheep when they hear. 

Shall never attend to their lore. 
Because they are taught to infer, 
" Such never came in by the door. 

The sheep of my pasture are men, 

'* I lead them to pastures divine ; 
** And who shall presume to condemn, 

" I feed them, and clothe them as mine ; 
'* I saw them when wand*ring from God, 

** And how imder sin they were sold ; 
" I ransom'd them all by my blood, 

" And brought them safe into the fold." 

4 Let Jesus who died to redeem. 

The Lamb from eternity shin, 
Be dear in his people's esteem. 

And ever exalted remain : 
Ye rai»om*d, refuse not your breath ; 

Ye captives, whose fetters were strong, 
Make him that redeem'd you from d.ea.O^> 

The Brat and the last in your «ox\^« 
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HYMN XXXVI. L. M. 

Election and Calling. 

1 SAUL was a boasting Pharisee, 
A foe to grace and mercy free ; 

Whose breast with rage and malice teem'd 
Against the saints, the Lamb's redeemed. 

2 Jesus with his omniscient ken, 
Not only saw, but lov^d him then ; 
Yet mercy, till the appointed day, 
Could not arrest her lawful prey. 

3 That day and hour, Great God, by thee 
Was fix'd in thy all-wise decree ; 
When grace triumphant should appear. 
And check this rebel's mad career. 

4 He made the saints of God blaspheme, 
ScofiTd at the Saviour's blood and name ; 
Yet found, at last, 'twas hard to rove. 
And kick against eternal love. 

5 Design'd a monument of grace. 

To preach the Lamb from place to place ; 
WiUi holy zeal his breast shall bum, 
While thousands to the cross shall turn. 

6 This chosen vessel bought with blood. 
Foreknown, belov'd, elect of God ; 
Was deem'd a son of royal birth, 
Before Jehovah made the earth; 

) By him shall Christ exalted stand, 
Throughout Judea's favour'd land ; 
As strong to save from Tophet's cell, 
The vilest that in Adam fe\l. 
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B Sing, every lamb, redeemed to God, 
The merit of the Shepherd's blood. 
His guardian care and lovely name, 
His honour and his deathless fame. 

HYMN XXXVII. p. M« 
GikTs little Remnant in Sardisi 

i IN Sardis was found. 

Reserved unto God, 
A remnant, the Laixib 

Redeemed with his blood ; 
By right of creation 

He call*d them his own, 
Ordain*d to salvation, 

Belov'd and foreknown. 

2 This remnant electa 

Their garments appear, 
Outshining the sun, 

More bright and more fair ; 
Accepted in Jesus, 

As free froa\ all blame, 
Deemed worthy tne honour 

To walk wiUi the Lamb. 

d As vjessels prepared 
In glory to reign 
With Jesus their head, 

' The Lamb that was slain ; 
With glorified spirits 

They hyinn'd the I AM, \ 
Because they are worthy 
To wsdk with the Latcibi 
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HYMN XXXVlil. s. M. 

The Sainfs Fears groundless^ and Oods Love 

unchangeable. 

1 WHY, drooping saint, dismay'd ? 

Doth sorrow press \hee down ? 
Hath God refused to give thee aid, 
Or does he seem to frown ? 

2 What groundless fears are these. 

That make thee mourning go ? 
Here's precious blood, and promises, 
And full salvation too. 

3 In darkness or distress, 

His love's the same to thee ; 
Without declension, more or less, 
Immutable and free. 

4 Should guilt disturb thy peace, 

Or Satan harass thee. 
Behold the Saviotir's righteousness. 
That sets the guilty free. 

5 Though he afflicts thy mind, 

'Tis not that he'll destroy ; 
Eternal Wisdom ne'er designed 
To give thee always joy. 

6 Your days of trial then 

Are all ordain'd by heav'n ; 
If he appoints their number ten 
You ne'er shall have eleven. 

7 Beneath thy fainting head, 

Thy Father and 8iy friend 
His everlasting arms hath laid 
To succour and defend. 
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4 To this we are pressing 

With ardent desire. 
Through floods of afflictiony 

Temptation and fire ! 
Though often dejected 

And fiird with dismay, 
Because of the trials 

Attending the way. 

5 Then lift him, ye heralds 

That speak in his name ; 
Proclaim him to-day, and 

For ever the same ; 
The life of his people, 

Which none can destroy. 
Their hope and their portion. 

And fulness of joy. 

HYMN XL. L. M. 

Ckriafa Address to the Laodicean Church, 

1 JESUS the Lord, in whom combine 
.jlbBMures of Grace and love divine, 
Addreap'd a fallen church of old, 

love was neither hot nor cold. 




thy self-sufficient pride ; 
gannents ne'er thy sluune can hide ; 
^ae and buy without a fee, 
'al zbbe, I counsel thee, 

4t, I*m rich, and therefore stand 
'mna of pardon in my hand 
%ait bUnd and naked too, 
a^will or pow'r to do. 
£ 3 
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4 ** Why tore the ragged nail my hands, 

'* If thou couldst give the Iaw*s demands ? 
*' O, cease from self, and cleave to me, 
" I've righteousness in store for thee. 

5 ^* Here's white array thy shame to hide, 
'* Here's gold, that's in the furnace tried, 
** And eye-salve to anoint thine eye, 

*' I counsel thee to come and buy. 

6 ^^ Boast not of all thy worthless deeds ; 
" From me thy ev'ry good proceeds ; 

^< There's not a gift that thou canst name; 
^^ Bi^t from thy Saviour's doings came.'^ 

7 Stript by the law, we nothing claim, 
But guilt, impurity, and shame ! 
And naked, now desire tp flee^ 
Jesus, from self and sin, to thee. 

HYMN XLI. L. M. 
For the Day shall declare H, 

1 THERE is a day, 'tis hast'ning on, 

. When Zion's God shall purge his floor \ 
His own elect shall then be known. 
For he shall count those jewels o'er. 

2 And who shall stand the fiery test 

Of this tremendous, awful day : 
When thou in wrath and terror dress'd, 
Shalt fan the worthless chaff away ? 

3 Delusive joys, like stubble dry, 

Shall not' withstand devouring flame \ 
Nor doctrines, tow'ring to the sky. 
Nor creeds of faith of ev'ry name. 
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4 Nought bat the grains of gospel gold 

Will ever stand this trying day ; 
When, like a scroll, together rolled, 
The starry heav'ns shall pass away. 

5 How stands the ease, my soul, with thee ? 

For heav'n are thy credentials clear ? 
Is Jesu's blood thy only plea ? 

Is he thy great Forerunner there ? 

6 Is thy proud heart subdued by grace, 

To seek salvation in his name ? 
Hiere's wisdom, pow'r, and righteou^ess, 
All cent*ring in the worthy Lamb. 

7 Then thou mayst rest assured of this. 

And lift thy favoured head with joy \ 
Thy hopes of heav'n's eternal bliss. 
Earth, hell and sin, shall ne'er destroy, 

HYMN XLII. p. M. 
Look unto Me. 

\ BY covenant — transaction, and blood, 

Saith Jesus, " My people are mine \ 
" Their Sin-bearing victim I stood, 

"Yea, for them my life did resign ; 
" The curse of the law I sustain'd, 

" Did them from all cursing set free, 
*' That when by stem Justice arraign'd, 

** The sinner should look unto me. 

9 *' When darkness envelopes the mind, 
" And troubles rush in as a flood, 
" Protection in me they shall find, 
<* And peace in my peace-speaking blood 'x 
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7 Jesus, when thou shalt call, I fly 
To join the marriage feast on high ; 
And o'er thy glorious fulness rove, 
And pay my Saviour love for love. 

HYMN XXXIV. L. M. 
Whom to know is Life eternaL 

1 SAVED is the sinner that believes ; 
The sacred gospel annals shew 

To him repentance, Jesus gives 
And sin's complete remission too. 

2 He hears the Spirit's voice within ; 
A sacred ray breaks on his eyes. 
Shakes off at once the sleep of sin : 
He naked now to Jesus flies. 

3 Sprinkled with blood his conscience is. 
He feek the sweets of sin forgiv'n, 
While Jesu's spotless righteousness 
Becomes his title now to heav*n. 

4 Samaria's harlot, at the well, 
Drank of this living water pure ; 
On her that heav'nly manna fell, 
That shall to endless years endure. 

5 Jesus, thy Godhead^ blood, and name, 
O ! 'tis eternal life to know ; 

Here let my soul her hold maintain 
When press'd by conscience, vrrath, or law, 

6 Sin-burden'd soul, with tempest toss'd. 
Thy bark shall ev'ry storm outride ; 
Grace once received can ne'er be lost, 

Nor hell, Gram Christ thy soul divide. 
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HYMN XXXV. p. M. 

Christ the Door of the Sheepfold, 

1 " THE door of the sheepfold am I," 

Saith Jesus, " come enter by me, 
" Your wants shall receive a supply, 
'' From danger your soul shiJl be free ; 
The fold is immutable love, 

A fence never broken by sin. 
And happy are they that can prove 

By me they have enter'd therein. 

2 The voice of the Shepherd they know, 

'^ But hirelings reject with disdain, 
" Who constantiy toil at the law, 

*' But cannot the gospel explain ; 
** Such pastors, my sheep when they hear, 

'* Shall never attend to their lore, 
'^ Because they are taught to infer, 

" Such never came in by the door. 

3 " The sheep of my pasture are men, 

" I lead them to pastures divine ; 
'^ And who shall presume to condemn, 

*' I feed them, and clothe them as mine ; 
'* I saw them when wand*ring from God, 

" And how imder sin they were sold ; 
" I ransom*d them all by my blood, 

" And brought them safe into the fold." 

4 Let Jesus who died to redeem. 

The Lamb from eternity slain, 
Be dear in his people's esteem. 

And ever exalted remain : 
Ye ransom*d, refuse not your breath ; 

Ye captives, whose fetters were strong. 
Make him that redeemed you from de&Oix, 

The hrst and the last in yo\n ftoi\^« 
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HYMN XLIV. L. M. 

The Same, 

1 AS Moses Hits the serpent high, 
At God's command, lest Israel die ; 
So in the gospel, full and free. 

Let Jesus now exalted be. 

2 Lift him, ye heralds sent of God, 
Proclaim the virtue of his blood ; 
Point sinners there, though vile as hell. 
Whose rankling wounds with venom swell. 

3 Lift him on high, as God the Son, 
With seraphs waiting at his throne ; 
Supreme in power, in love supreme, 
Mighty to save and to redeem. 

4 Lift him in all his bloody hue. 
As Israel's hope and portion too ; 
And thither lead the weary saint, 
The weak, the wounded, and the faint. 

5 With " Look and live," as Israel did. 
Their rising doubts and tears forbid ; 
Declare his blood, how rich and full, 
To make their past transgressions null. 

6 O wondVous cross, O bleeding Lamb, 
I'll sing thy love and tell thy £une ; 
And, taught to feel my sin and woe, 
Will to thy wounds for shelter go. 

HYMN XLV. c. M. 

Death the Believer's Gain J* 

1 TO join the chorus of the skies. 
Remote from earth and hell, 

* Sung in the church-yard, at the interment of the Rev. 
Henry Tanner, of Exeter. 
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In living hope the Christian dies, 
And bids the world farewell. 

2 Borne on seraphic pinions, now 

Mount Zion's heights he gains ; 
There, with the blood-wash*d throng to bow, 
And chant immortal strains. 

3 His CoY'nant Father, and his God, 

' Sustain*d his hoary hairs ; 
While through the maze of life he trod, 
And finish *d four-score years. 

4 From Pisgah's top, to faith reveal'd, 

He saw the promis*d land ; 
The milk-white stone his pardon seal'd, 
'Twas 'grav'd by God's own hand. 

5 When life hung quiv'ring on the lips, 

His djring breath declares, 
*' I've been indulg'd that stream to sip, 
" That Zion's city cheers." 

6 His mortal i^ame we now resign, 

To fkte submissive bow ; 
Ye weeping kindred, ne*er repine, 
He sleeps in Jesus now. 

7 No more, to combat Zion's foes, 

Hell gird his armour on ; 
At peace with heav*n, his eyelids close, 
To rest in God anon. . 

8 When passing Jordan's icy flood, 

Nor hell his soul could move ; 
His only hope was Jesu's bloody 
And God's unchanging love. 
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9 He liv'd a debtor to his grace, 
Rejoie'd in sin forgiv'n ; 
Died in his Father's fond embrace, 
And fled from earth to heav^ii. 



HYMN XLVI. c. M. 
Prophesying to the Dry Bones, 

1 WHILE in the vale of vision, dead, 

The house of Israel lie, 
Jehovah io the prophet said, 
*' Go thou, and prophesy. 

2 " Go thoii, nor reasoning scruples make, 

** Because the bones are dry ; 
" My voice shall bid the dead awake ; 
** Go thou, and prophesy. 

3 " I'll bid the dying sinner live^ 

" To lift my name on high ; 
'* Eternal life 'tis mine to give ; 
*' Go thou, and prophesy. 

4 *' Hold Jesu$ to the sinners' view, 

" And thither turn their eye ; 
" *Tis I must give to will and do ; 
" Go thou, and prophesy. 

5 " From Stones, to celebrate my grace, 

" While mercy's tidings fly, 
*^ My arms shall raise a nuni'rous race ; 
" Go thou, and prophesy. 

6 Let Zion's watchmen ne'er refrain 

Her silver trump to blow ; 
For God can with the feeblest strain^ 
His richest grace \>eQ\ow« 
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HYMN XLVII. c. M. 

/ was once alive without the Law. 

1 YE ransomed sons of Adam's race, 

Come, celebrate with me 

The covenant of eternal grace, 

That sets the guilty free. 

2 With legal husks I once was fed, 

And scom'd the gospel fare ; 
Was to the doing covenant wed. 
And sought salvation there. 

3 I Vainly thought, as others do, 

My nature free from sin ; 
The law's extent I never knew. 
Or how the curse came in. 

4 Bat, glory to eternal grace, 

That covenant order'd well ; 
The law reveal'd my desp'rate case. 
And down my Babel fell. 

5 Then were the gospel tidings sweet, 

Beyond whatever I found ; 
While, in the covenant, grace replete 
Did o'er my sins abound. 

6 Therein, for naked souls, I saw 

A vesture all divine, 
Where God himself beholds no flaw, 
By imputation mine. 

HYMN XLVIII. c. M. 

Jesus seeking the lost Sheep of the House of Israel* 

1 BEHOLD the Shepherd's tender care 
Towards the sheep that strays ; 
Throughout the desert, waste and bare, 
He tracks its wand'ring wa^«» 

F 
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2 So JesuSy while he sojoum'd here, 

Amidst this waste of sin, 
'Tis said " he travelled far and near, 
" And sought his sheep therein.** 

3 To save from everlasting woe 

An object of his care. 
Behold him through Samaria go — 
A sheep had straggled there. 

4 Though she insults him to his face, 

It matter'd not to him ; 
Her name was found among that race 
That Jesus must redeem. 

5 Amidst this flock, beloY*d of God, 

Manasseh we behold, 
And though his fleece was stain*d With blood. 
He brought him to the fold. 

6 Yea, from the very dregs of sin. 

Shall grace her trophies wave. 
And each eternal life shall win. 
Whom God ordain*d to save, 

HYMN XLIX. X. M. 

Those who feared the Lord^ spake often one to 

another, 

1 WHEN saint to saint, in days of old. 
Their sorrows, sins, and sufl**rings told, 
Jesus, the friend of sinners dear. 

His saints to i>le8s, was present there. 

2 As members of his mystic frame. 
Together met to bless his name ; 
While humbly at his throne we bow, 

G€>d with us he's pieaeut now. 
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3 Q, blesa'd devotion ! thus to meet, 
jAjid spread our woes at his dear feet ; 
Call him our own, in ties of blood. 
And hqld sweet fellowship with God. 

4 His former visits we recount, 

On Mizar's hill and Hermon's mount ; 
Yet stiU our souls desire anew. 
His sweetest, loveliest face to view. 

5 Jesus, our Peace, our Shield and Sun, 
When thou shalt draw, our feet shall run ; 
But, if thy visits thou adjourn. 

Well pray, and wish thy sweet return. 

HYMN L. L. M. 

Reflecting on past Enjoyment, 

1 O ! that my soul, as heretofore. 
Could with delight and love explore 
Those sacred sweets, in Jesu's name. 
That once my raptured soul overcame. 

2 Once I beheld his lovely face. 

As full of truth, and full of grace ; 
Ten thousand tiiousand suns were dim, 
In lustre, when compared with him. 

3 With his delights my soul was cheer*d. 
With raptures then his voice I heard ; 
The words he spake were sweet to me, 
*Twas, " Sinner, I have loved thee." 

4 But now those golden hours are fled, 
My spirit mourns, with sorrow fed ; 
His promise in his word I see. 

But fear j alas I 'tis not for me. 
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5 Why should a child whom thou hast bles8*d, 
In darkness walk, and find no rest, 
Feel unbelief, that cruel foe, 
From whence all other evils flow ? 

6 O that my sun, with cheering ray, 
Would chase those shades of night away ; 
Then shall my soul -arise and sing 
The healing virtue of his wing. 

HYMN LI. c. M. 

Search the Scriptures, 

1 ** GO, search the scriptures," saith our Lord, 

" They testify of me ; 
" *Ti8 truth's eternal, great recorcl) 
" From ev'ry error free. 

2 '* There my eternal Godhead shines 

" With bright, reftdgent rays ; 
*' There beam Jehovah's great designs, 
" From everlasting days. 

3 '* There the great gospel scheme behold, 

" Chief of llie works of God, 
" Replete with grace and love untold, 
** And pardon, bought with blood. 

4 " There's armour for the trying day, I 

" Both shield and helmet too ; ' 

" And grace, the hunting soul to stay, 
" And always something new. 

5 " There's balm to heal the wounds of sin, 
On lifers fair tree it grows ; 

And blood to wash your g;BLTmfiii\;& m^ 
''From Jesu's side it fkow^;' 
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6 O may the Spirit's influenee sweet 

Shme on the glorious whole, 
Its precepts guide my roving feet, 
And promise feast my soul. 

7 Let Revelation's glories shine, 

And spread from sea to sea ; 
Till reason stoops to faith divine. 
And owns her sovereign sway. 



HYMN LII. p. M. 

ZiofCs Warfare accomplished. 

1 LET Zion's heralds, taught 

Salvation to proclaim, 
Far as the stretch of thought, 
Exalt the Saviour's name ; 
And to his Zion 
Publish this. 
That now her warfare 
Finished is. 

2 When Jesus bow'd his head, 

Her Saviour, King, and God, 
" 'TIS finished now," he said, 
" For I've the wine-press trod ; 
" Have answer'd all 

" The Law's demands, 
** And now thy warfare 
« Finish'd stands." 

.3 Encompass'd round with fears. 
Temptations, sins, and paixvA^ 
Yet still the palm she \)Qax«) 
For grace triumphant »e>®Ra \ 

F 3 
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Yet though complete 
Her warfare stands, 

She conflicts still 
With hellish hands, 

4 For that hless'd hour she sighs. 
When, borne on angels' wings, 
She'll soar beyond the skies. 
And all terrestrial things. 
To mingle with 

The virgin throng. 
Where blood and vict'ry 
Crown the song. 

HYMN LIII. p. M. 

Christ exalted in the Assembly of the Saints, 

1 WHEN to worship saints assemble, 

Let the song to Jesus flow. 
He forsook his ancient glory, 

Groan'd and bled for worms below ; 

Ransom'd mortals. 
Join to swell the sacred song^ 

2 Ye who find yourselves pollutedi 

Feel your hearts a sink of sin, 
Ye shall have, by God imputed. 

Righteousness that's white and clean ; 

'Tis the garment 
Wove by everlasting love. 

3 'Tis Jehovah's own providing. 

Better, wisdom can't devise ; 
From his eye for ever hiding 
Sins of ev'ry name and size ; 

He that wears it 
la by God exalted high. 
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4 Adam, when the tempter foil'd him, 
His bright robes were quickly gone ; 
But this righteousness of Jesus 
Once applied, *tis always on ; 

'Tis their title 
To the mansion love ordain'd. 



HYMN LIV. s. M. 

The Freeness and Fulness of God's Grace^ no 
Cloak to Licentiousness, 

1 SHALL Israel's ransom'd race, 

By Jesu's blood made clean. 
Abuse Jehovah's sovereign grace, 
And live in acts obscene ? 

2 What, shall the heirs of heav*n 

Presimie in sin to live, 
Because eternal life is given. 
As free as Grod can give ? 

3 To hell, from whence it came. 

Let such a thought be drove ! 
While those who love the Saviour's name^ 
. Hieir indignation prove. 

4 Whene'er by sin distress'd, 

To Jesu's blood we go, 
The safest refuge and the best, 
Where ample pardons flow. 

5 We mourn the plague within 

And heave the painful sigh, 
When to this sacrifice for sin 
By faith we cast an eye. 
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6 If such on earth are found, . 
Who thus thy grace contemn, 
Damnation, 'tis an awful sound. 
But not tmjust to them. 

HYMN LV. p. M. 

Wherein shall go no Galley with Oars, neither 
shall gallant Ship pass thereby » — Isaiah. 

1 O'ER mercy's unfathom'd abyss, 

The vessel of mercy shall rove, 
O'erwhelm'd with ineffable bliss, 

And oceans of permanent love ; 
When ages on ages are gone. 

Fresh glories shall rise to the view. 
And rollmg eternally on. 

For ever their bliss shall renew. 

2 No galley with oars shall be there, 

To pass by the strength of free-will ; 
For those who to Sinai adhere, 

It's precepts are bound to fulfil : 
But we for the city of God, 

From Sinai are glad to retire : 
And find in the Lamb and his blood 

All things that the law can require. 

3 The remnant in Jesus that's bless'd, 

Whom God from eternity chose^ 
Shall enter the haven of rest. 

Though earth, hell, and sin shall oppose ; 
Then O ! how delightful the song. 
When all in the chorus shall join, 
The weaklings as well as fhe stioii^, 
With shoutings and triump^iB dOT3ttft\ 
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HYMN LXI. c. M. 

PauVs Voyage; or^ the Law^wreck^d Sinner 
cleaving to Christy the Rock of Ages. 

1 WHEN Paul, salvation to proclaim, 

Was wont to cross the sea, 
By howling storms and tempests drove, 
The baik was cast away. 

2 Yet, to prevent a wat'ry grave, 

Though fiird with sore dismay, 
They cast their lading to the wave, 
Divine historians say. 

3 Thus, when the law-wreck'd sinner finds 

No hope or mercy there, 
He'll leave that wrath-revealing flame, 
And to the cross repair, 

4 He'll cast his worthless wares away. 

As shipwrecked sinners do ; 
And on his knees, without delay. 
For sovereign mercy sue. 

5 Christ is the Rock to which he cleaves, 

While Sinai's thimders roll ; 
Without a rag to hide his shame, 
Or clothe his naked soul. 

6 For pardon, now, to Jesu's blood 

He'll stretch the wither'd hand ; 
Confess his sins are black as hell, 
And num'rous as the sand. 

7 To Israel's hope for refuge fly. 

Sinner, without delay \ 
The gospel shows no otYiex waxci^^ 
Nor God no other way- 
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HYMN LVII. p. M. 
He shall rest in his Love, S^c. 

1 SALVATION by grace, 

How charming the song ; 
With seraphim join, 

The theme to prolong ; 
'Twas plann'd by Jehovah, 

In council above, 
Who to everlasting 

Shall rest in his love. 

2 This cov'nant of grace 

Ail blessings secures ; 
Believers rejoice. 

For aU things are yours ; 
And God from his purpose 

Shall never remove. 
But love thee, and bless thee, 

And rest in his love. 

3 But when, like a sheep 

That strays from the fold. 
To Jesus thy Lord 

Thy love shall grow cold. 
Think not he'll reject thee. 

But rather reprove ; 
Yet though he correct thee. 

He'll rest in his love« 

4 When sold under sin, 

A slave to thy lust, 

Deep sunk in the fall 

Of Adam the first ; 
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And oft in rebellion 

With God hast thou strove, 
Yet, wonder, O heavens. 

He rests in his love. 

5 In Jesus, the Lamb, 

The Father's delight, 
The saints without blame 

Appear in his sight ; 
And while he in Jesus 

Their souls shall approve. 
So long^shall Jehovah 

Abide in his love. 



HYMN LVIII. s. M. 
Pleading with God, 

1 FATHER, we seek thy grace. 

In thine apxx)inted way ; 
Wilt thou conceal thy lovely face. 
And not regard our plea ? 

2 The promise makes us bold. 

When at thy throne we bow ; 
In humble faith we hold thee, Lord, 
To thine engagements now. 

3 We plead thy promise made ; 

'Tis from conditions free ; 

" In bonds of everlasting love, 

" I'll be a God to thee." 

4 Here we repose our trust, 

'Tis here our hopes recline ; 
Eternal truth and righteousness 
Appear in every line. 
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5 'Tis like a living spring 

Of waters, sweet and clear ; 
There's not an t/, to foul the streanii 
Or peradventure here. 

6 Free in the fountain head, 

The source from whence it came ; 
In wills and sTuills of gospel grace, 
EtemaUy the same. 

7 Himself he'll not deny, 

By oath and promise bound ; 
Here raise your expectations high ; 
'Tis sure and solid ground. 



HYMN LIX. L. if- 

The Christianas Conflict. 

1 WHY should a son, redeem'd with blood. 
Bom not of man, but bom of Qod^ 

Feel an eternal war within, 

'Twixt reigning grace, and striving sin ? 

2 'Tis but to make him, ev'ry day. 
From self to Jesus tum away ; 

His very falls, they make hun wise, 
And teach him where his vict'ry lies. 

3 Who, but the soul who feels his woe^ 
Will to the blood of sprinkling go ; 
And seek salvation only there, 
From all that he shall feel or fear ? 

4 What though he finds himself deprav'd, 
Yet he's in Christ a Bmnet %a.Vd*^ 
And 'tia a sign of life mt\mi, 
To groan beneath tine poVt oi wn* 
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5 Boasting's excluded by the cross, 

The creature's deeds are dung and dross ; 

Salvation's free, 'tis found alone 

In Christ, that precious Comer Stone. 



HYMN LX. s. M, 

For a little moment have I hid my Face from thee. 

1 FROM Zion, God declares, 

His love shall ne'er decline ; 
Then why indulge these doubts and fears ? 
Believer, why lepine ? 

2 Thy warfare finish'd stands, 

From that illustrious day. 
When Jesus hush'd the law's demands, 
And bore thy luns away. 

3 'Twas but a moment's space, 

A little moment too. 
That from thee he conceal'd his face. 
And did his anger show. 

4 Now he thy spirit cheers. 

He tells thee all is well. 
When delug'd with desponding fears, 
Or when thy sorrows swell. 

5 To make his visits sweet. 

And teach to watch and pray, 
His absence thou shalt oft regret. 
And thorns obstruct thy way. 

6 The promise stands secure, 

Salvation's full and fre^ ; 
The cov'nant stands for ever ^xxte^ 
'Twas made in love to thee. 
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7 Nor earth, nor hell, nor sin, 
While Jesus reigns above. 
Nor fear i^ithont, nor foes within. 
Shall Zion's hope remove. 



HYMN LXI. L. M. 

Salvation hy Grace. 

1 GREAT Source of all th* eternal grace. 
That saints shall know, or seraphs trace. 
Thee we'll attempt in songs of praise, 
For acts of grace in ancient days. 

2 Long ere the day that Adam fell, 
The covenant stood in all things well ; 
Grace had secured in Jesus then, 
Millions untold of chosen men. 

3 By grace their names were all enrolled, 
As chosen sheep within its fold ; 

*Tis grace secures their standing there. 
In lines of love divinely fair. 

4 By grace their crimes were all removed. 
When Jesus bled for those he lov'd ; 
That awful, black, infernal score. 
Sunk in the deep to rise no more. 

5 'Twas all of grace from first to last. 
The deed was done, the pardon past ; 
Secure in Christ were all its heirs. 
The curse was his, and pardon their's. 

6 Great God of Grace, forgive the lays, 
That fall so far benealYv iivy ijraise ; 

By grace we hope to «m^, et^\wv%, 
-Eternal love in svreetex ftoxv^. 
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HYMN LXII. p. M. 
Christ a City of Refuge. 

1 A REFUGE for sinners 

The gospel makes known ; 
*Tis found in the merits 

Of Jesus alone ; 
The weary, the tempted, and 

Burden'd by sin, 
Were never exempted 

From ent'ring dierein. 

2 This refuge for sinners 

His love did ordain. 
In Jesus the Lamb, from 

Eternity slain ; 
And if God the Spirit 

Reveals this to you. 
Take refuge in Jesus, 

Though hell should pursue. 

3 The soul that shall enter, 

In safety will dwell ; 
There's no peradventure 

Of sinking to hell ; 
The oath of Jehovah 

Secures him from fear, 
Nor shall the avenger 

Of blood enter there. 

4 Here's refuge for sinners, 

Whose blood shall appear 
As black as the con^ne^ 
Of endless despair : 
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Who, stript of all merit, 

Whereon to rely. 
Are taught by the Spirit 

To Jesus to fly. 

5 If Justice should hail us 

And threaten to curse, 
We'll point her to Jesus, 

Who suffer'd for us ; 
Through him we obtam the 

Remission of sin ; 
We press to this refuge, 

Ajid strive to get in. 

6 Should conscience accuse us, 

As ofttimes it may, 
Here's blood that shaJl take its 

Defilement away ; 
In Jesus the Saviour 

The sinner shall view 
A city of refuge, 

And righteousness too. 



HYMN LXIII. c. M. 

Touching the Hem of Chrisfs Garment, 

1 YE sin-sick souls, dismiss your fears. 

The halt, the blind, the lame. 
Come touch the garment Jesus wears. 
There's healing in the same. 

2 Till sick of ev'ry other way. 

You'll ne'er to Jeams go ; 
Whose words eternal He cowve^. 
Whose wounds widi patdon f^ow . 
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3 Surrounded with ten thousand cares, 

And sad beyond degree ; 
Yet in this garment Jesus wears, 
There's healing still for thee. 

4 Come, stretch the withered hand to-day. 

For Christ is passing by ; 
The case admits of no delay, 
Unless ye touch, ye die. 

5 Could Jordan's streams at once remove 

Naaman*s sore disease ; 
Far greater virtues sinners prove 
In Christ, the Prince of Peace. 

6 One touch of this celestial robe 

Speaks pardon to th# soul ; 
When sins more pond'rous than the globe 
Across the conscience roll. 

7 Through ev*ry crowd to Jesus press 

When sin torments thy mind ; 
Peace, pard'ning blood, and righteousness. 
In his dear name you'll find. 

HYMN LXIV. L. M. 

Zion the City of God. 

1 ZION's a City God hath bless'd 
With peace and everlasting rest ; 
A glorious City, strong and fair, 
Jehovah dwells for ever there. 

2 Her ancient walls appear to be 
The workmanship of Deity \ 
Founded in grace they still appeax 
Without a ilaw or chasm tlieie. 

G 3 
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d Oft lias this City's strength been tried 
By desp'rate foes on ev'ry side ; 
But all in vain th* attempts have been, 
She baffles all th' assaults of sin. 

4 Count ye her tow'rs, how high they rise, 
Her golden spires, they pierce the skies ! 
Her golden streets are Mr to view, 
Her palaces and bulwarks too. 

6 Then round her walk, her turrets tell, 
Mark all her brazen bulwarks well ; 
Spread far and wide her deathless fame, 
Her pearly gates and walls of flame. 

6 Her Founder's love has ever prov'd. 

Like Salem's moHnts which ne'er were mov'd ; 

'Tis fixed on this eternal base, 

The grace of Grod, and gift by grace. 

HYMN LXV. c. M. 

Boasting excluded^ 

1 IN all the acts of sov'reign grace 

Jehovah can display ; 
Free grace alone exalted is. 
And boasting done away. 

2 Since creature-deeds can't gain the crown. 

Nor purchase heav'n for men ; 
Merit must sink for ever down. 
And where is boastmg then ? 

J 'Tis by the cross of Jesus laid. 
Where sinneta ow^l \o lie ; 
No more to lift its \ia\^Wl V^^, 
The grace of God to \>\x^ . 
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4 From sin to God could sinners turn, 

And make their natures clean ; 
Then incense to their shrine shall bum, 
And Christ hath died in vain. 

5 But where the sovereign grace of God 

Shall set the guilty free ; 

His only hope is Jesu's bloody 

The worst of sinners he. 

6 Thus grace triumphant keeps the throne, 

Without a rival there ! 
While mercy shines in Christ alone^ 
In rays diyinely clear* 



HYMN LXVI. SEVENS* 
Christ -presenting the Saints to the Father* 

1 'TIS the Bridegroom's voice I hear, 
With his bride divinely fair. 
Standing round Jehovah's throne, 
Crown'd with glory, lacking none. 

2 ** Here am I, and those with me, 
" Zion's num*rous progeny ; 

** Fruit of all the pains I bore ; 
" Count them with precision o'er* 

3 " None I've lost of all the jrace, 
" Call'd a remnant sav'd by grace ; 

None ofheay'n miscarried yet, 
Bought by calv'ry's bloody sweat. 

" Objects of eternal care, 
" By creation thineAhey 's«iet^\ 
" Cbqeen sheep witYvm l\vy i^^^* 
ilansom'd from ttie day^ o^ A^ 
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5 ** Judas fell, but not from grace, 
'* Tophet was bis destin'd place ; 
" Blood for bim I never spilled, 
« In bis faU tby trutb's fulfilled. 

6 " Tbine by renovating grace, 

" Tbine in love and faithfulness ; 
" Safely kept by grace divine, 
'* In eternal wedlock tliine. 

7 " Tbine they were wben, dead in sin, 
" Slaves to ev'ry Just obscene, 

" Witb tbeir Maker's ways at war, 
" Far from God, yea, very far, 

8 " Tbine in council and decree, 

" Lov'd witb love beyond degree, 
** Long before- tbeir father's fall, 
** Blessed in Jesus, one and all. 

9 " Tbine by all the sacred ties, 
*^ Solemn oaths and promises 

" God could give or men receive, 
" Hope expect, or faith believe." 

HYMN LXVII. L.M. 
The Saints* everlasting Rest. 

1 FOR weary saints a rest remains 

In heav'n, from all their toil and pains ; 
Where seas of joy eternal flow, 
Without a taint of mortal woe. 

2 Tliere, from all sin and sorrow free. 
They spend a long eternity ; 

No more to strive with flesh and blood. 
But cease from sin, and rest in God. 
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3 Eternal love this rest ordain'd, 

To soothe the breast with sorrows pain'd, 
And fold his lambs from harm secure, 
Long as eternal years endure. 

4 A rest from all th' infernal strife 
That here attends this mortal life ; 
Sin, death, and hell for ever gone. 
No more they gird the armour on, 

5 This rest prepar*d, they shall attain, 
For God will ne'er his honour stain ; 
He stands engag'd by firm decree, 
His Israel's Covenant God to be. 

6 O sacred rest ! for thee we groan, 
And bid the wheels of time roll on, 
To bring that hour when we shall rise 
To join the chorus of the skies. 

7 Immortal love shall then repay 
The transient sorrows of the way ; 
And Jesu*s name swell ev'ry song, 
A whole eternity along. 

HYMN LXVIII. c. M, 
Christ the Door of the Sheepfold. 

1 TO gbspel grace, a boundless store, 

Salyation full and free, 
I am (sidth Christ) the only door« 
Come, enter in by me« 

2 Come, ye who feel the guilt of sin. 

Here's healing balm for you, 
A Kving way, to enter in 
By blood divine, I show. 
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3 Why will ye toil at Sinai now, 

When I was curs'd for thee ? 
Come, learn at sov'reign grace to bow. 
And enter in by me. 

4 Thousands have tried, by holy deeds, 

In vain to enter in ; 
And struggled hard, by forms and creeds. 
Eternal life to win. 

5 The pastures of eternal love 

Your dwelling-place shall be ; 
There shall ye feed, and ne'er remove. 
Who enter in by me. 

6 Divine forgiveness on his heart, 

I'll seal without a fee ; 
And to him heav'n itself impart. 
Who enters in by me. 

HYMN LXIX. c. M. 

Salvation by Grace. 

1 LOVE was the great self-moving cause. 

From whence salvation came ; 
Free grace, the channel where it flows. 
Eternally the same. 

2 Free grace, thy peerless glories beam'd 

Before the Day Star rose ! 
Angels elect, and men redeem'd. 
Thy fame can ne'er disclose. 

3 Free grace, the Christian's charter is. 

The royal grant of heav'n ; 
In this he finds his iig\v\;eo\x&Tv^^%^ 
And sees his sin forglVii. 
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4 Free grace hath heights and depths unknown, 
Beyond what seraphs know : 
'Tis high as heay*n*s eternal throne, 
And deep as hell helow. 

5. Free grace can 'rase the foulest stains 
That red like crimson prove ; 
It trickled firom the Saviour's veins 
In drops of endless love. 

6 Free grace they sing hefore the throne. 

Without a jarring sound ; 
The Lamb's redeeming blood they own, 
Wherein their sins were drown'd. 

7 Free grace, we'll count thy wonders o'er. 

And lift thy glories high ; 
We hope, at last, on Jordan's shore, 
In thine embrace to die. 

HYMN LXX. L. M. 

Written on the Death of an affectionate Friend, 
who, with his Son, was killed by an explosion of 
Gunpowder, 

1 GREAT Sov'reign Ruler of the skies. 
We at thy sacred footstool bow, 
While solemn scenes attract our eyes, 
Who shall demand — ^What doest thou ? 

2 The time and means are known to thee. 
When thou shalt take thy children home ; 
Their days are fix'd in thy decree. 

And what shall bring them to the tomb. 

3 Tom from the partner of his breast, 
Angelic bands his soul convey 

To man$ion% of eternal rest, -^ 

In the brigb^t world of eivfiVe^^ d^ft.'^* 
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4 Quick as the shock th' alann was spread, 
Jehovah's soy'reign wiU was done ; 

A fav'rite Son and Father dead, 
And to the world of spirits gone. 

5 Be still, my thoughts, nor vainly rove, . 
But own your Maker's soy'reign sway. 
Whose w^, the God of truth and love, 
All beings, worlds, and things obey. 

6 Great God, their habitation's bound 
Thy own eternal wisdom drew ; 

There were their hairs all number'd found. 
And ev'ry ill life's passage through. 

7 VHiy should the trembling spirit shrink. 
This sudden change, by death to view, 
Consoling thought, how sweet to think, 
'Twas sudden death and glory too ! 

8 Their mangled frames we now resign, 
While weeping eyes with sorrow flow ! 
Ye weeping kindred, ne'er repine, 
They sweetly sleep in Jesus now. 

9 Glory to God, our Cov'nant God, 
Whene'er he makes the summons known, 
The sinner, wash'd in Jesu's blood. 
With joy shall meet him at his throne. 

HYMN LXXI. L. M. 

Lead me to the Rock that is higher than I. 

1 WHEN overwhelm'd with doubts and fear, 
Great God, do thou my spirit cheer, 
Let not mine eyes Y«it\i \^aTS^i^fe^^ 
But to the Rock of ^gea\ed. 
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2 When storms of sin and sorrows beat, 
Lead me to this divine retreat ; 

Thy perfect righteousness and blood, 
. My Rock, my Fortress, and my God. 

3 When guilt lies heavy on my soid, 
And waves of fierce temptation roll, 
I'U to this Rock for shelter flee, 
And take my refuge, Lord, in thee. 

4 When sick, or faint, or sore dismay*d. 
Then let my hopes on thee be stayed : 
Thy summit, rising to the skies, 

Shall shield my head when dangers rise. 

5 Shelter*d by thine omnipotence. 
What potent arm shall pluck me hence ; 
On ev'ry side I'm guarded well. 

With love and grace immutable. 

6 High as my sin, yea, higher too, 
This everlasting Rock I view ; 
Replete with free eternal grace. 
Made from of old my dwelling-place. 

7 When call'd the Vale of Death to tread. 
Then to this Rock may I be led ; 

. Nor fear to cross that gloomy sea, 
Since thou hast tasted death for me. 



HYMN LXXII. p. M. 

Praise to the Redeemer. 

1 THE gospel's glad tidings, indee'd^ 
To those who by sin are \mdoT\ft \ 
It came from Jehovah, v/e read. 
The Father,, the Spirit, aivd ^otv > 

H 
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Here Jemis, who came to redeem, 
Shines bright as the fountain of day. 

The promise all centres in him, 

The Truth, and the Life, and the Way. 

2 Here Wisdom her pillars shaU hew, 

Her £Eitling8 shall also prepare ; 
Nor Sinai such glory could shew. 

When God in his terror was there ; 
In threat*ning, in thunder, and flame, 

Jehovah once utter'd his will ; 
But, glory to Jesus, he came 

The whole of the law to fulfil. 

3 He suffered but once for his own, 

Redemption was finished complete ; 
By him was all hell overthrown, 

And Satan in chains at his feet ; 
The concave of heaven resounds 

With glory to Jesus the Son, 
His blood, and his life-giving wounds. 

And what he has suffer 'd and done. 

4 *Tis life everlasting to know 

His Godhead, his blood, and his pain ; 
He gives us this foretaste below, 

We feast on the Lamb that was slain ; 
Come, ye who your vileness bemoan. 

With music and odours divine ; 
The glorified Lamb's on the throne, 

*Tis sweet in the chorus to join. 

HYMN LXXIIL 'c. m. 

The returned Prodigal, 
1 WHEN to his father's fond embrace 
The prodigal retunv'd^ 
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The tears bedew*d his aged face. 
With love his bosom bum'd, 

2 He kiss'd him with a f&ther's love, 

For all that he had done ; 
Reproved the sin that made him rove. 
Yet own*d him for his son. 

3 For him the fatted calf they slew, 

The Father's grace to prove. 
While on the rebel's hand we view 
The token of his love. 

4 " In royal robes my son array, 

" For 'tis his father's will ; 
'* Make no excuse, without delay, 
'' For he's a fav'rite still." 

5 His shame, his folly, and his sin, 

The father saw no more ; 
His thoughts, his ways, his acts unclean. 
This garment cover'd o'er. 

6 The guests surround the sumptuous board, 

Nor feast without a song^ 
Yet he sat nearest to his Lord, 
Who did his father wrong. 

7 Thus shall the father's sov'reign grace, 

Through Jesu's blood alone. 
Bring all th' apostate ransom'd race 
With weeping to his throne. 

8 And when from Satan's vile employ 

The sinner hastes away. 
The saints shall sing their hymns of joy» 
And keep a holy day. 
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HYMN LXXIV. c. m. 

Let the Angels of God worship him, 

1 HARK ! from Jehovah's sacred throne 
He makes his will to angels known, 
Bids every winged seraph fall, 

And worship Jesus, Lord of all. 

2 In humble adoration now, 

At his tremendous name they bow, 
Confess him God, of pow'r supreme, 
Jehovah's fellow, one with him. 

3 See, ye who dare reject his sway. 
What homage to the Lamb they pay : 
In everlasting songs they hail 
Jesus, that did his Godhead veil. 

4 All beings, worlds, and things that are. 
Proclaim his pow'r and guardian care ; 
At his creating voice they came. 

And still exist to speak his fame. 

5 Reign, Jesus, reign, tiU ev'ry foe 
Shall be constrain'd to own thee so, 
And prostrate bow the humble knee. 
And at thy footstool worship thee. 

HYMN LXXV. 8. M. 

Ye are all one in Christ. 

1 IN union with the Lamb, 
From condemnation free, 
The saints from everlasting were. 
And shall for ever be. 

In cov'nant from of old. 
The sons of God they were, 
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The feeblest lamb in Jesu's fold 
Was bless'd in Jesus there. 

3 Its bonds shall never break, 

Though earth's old columns bow ; 
The strong, the tempted, and the weak, 
Are one in Jesus now. 

4 With joy lift up your heads, 

Ye highly favoured few. 
When through the earth destruction spreads 
For what shall injure you ? 

5 When storms or tempests rise. 

Or sins your peace assail, 
Your hope in Jesus never dies, 
'Tis cast within the veil. 

6 Here let the weary rest, 

Who love the Saviour's name ; 
Though with no sweet enjoyments bless'd, 
This^cov'nant stands the same. 



HYMN LXXVI. c. m. 

Christ magnifying the Law^ and bringing in an 
everlasting righteousness*, 

1 WHEN Daniel's sev'nty weeks expir'd, 

The Great Messiah cUed ; 
He answer'd all the law requir'd. 
And justice satisfied. 

2 He cancell'd every crimson sin. 

When his fair hands were torn, 
And robes of righteousness brought in 
The naked to adorn. 

H 3 
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3 Reflect, my soul, and stand amazed. 

At love beyond compare ; 
He on the cross thy debts erased. 
He nail*d the curses there. 

4 He suffered once, let this suffice, 

Keep this within thy view ; 
Not all that mortals e*er devised 
Can add a mite thereto. 
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Thus by the merit of his blood, 
And labours of his hand. 

Salvation finish*d flows from God, 
And shall for ever stand. 



HYMN LXXVII. s. m. 

Self-Examination. 

1 WHY, O my roving heart. 

Dost thou so faithless prove. 
As from the living God to part, 
And after idols rove ? 

2 Lord, let thy pow*r divine, 

'Tis this, and this alone, 
To break each curs*d infernal shrine 
Sit regent on thy throne. 

3 Thou know'st how proud I am. 

And still should prouder grow ; 
But daily feel my guilt and shame, 
My nakedness and woe. 

4 Let every idol god 

That self would fain adore, 
ProHtraXj^ before t\ie SaN\o\rcW\w>^, 
Yea, fall to ri^ no mote. 
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5 As Sov*reign of my soul, 
Dear Jesus sit and reign ; 
Till ev'ry lust before thee fall, 
And at thy feet be slain. 

This makes salvation firee, 
Endears the gospel call, 
Makes sov*reign mercy dear to me. 
And Jesus all in all. 



HYMN LXXVIII. p. M. 

IsraeVs Delivery from Egyptian Bondage ^ typical 
of the Saints* Delivery from the Servitude of Satan, 

1 AT God's command see Israel rise, 
While gloomy darkness veils the skies, 

And haste towards the sea ; 
But why in haste should Israel move 
But this substantial truth to prove, 

'Twas God's own time and way ? 

2 Thus, till from sin, destruction's road, 
Grace shall the sinner turn to God, 

He lives but to rebel ; 
Nor will he own salvation free, 
Or give the glory. Lord, to thee, 

Till thou hreak up his cell. 

3 Then from his idol god he flees, 
Repairs to Jesus, as he is, 

In thought and act impure ; 
Here, though of sinners he's the viox%\.^ 
And by the law's loud t\iuud^T^ e.\xt^^ 
He make^ his calling suxc. 
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HYMN LXXX. L. M. 

Jesus the Tree of Life, 

1 JESUS the Plant, of old reriown'd, 
Whose sacred leaves are healing found ; 
Throughout the world we'll tell of thee, 
For thou art Life's fair Healing Tree. 

2 Ye sin-sick souls, to Jesus go, 

With all your weight of sin and woe ; 
Thought cover'd o'er with lep'rous sores, 
'Tis but to touch, and life is yours. 

3 The curse that Adam once entail'd 
Is by its sov'reign virtue heal'd ; 
Sin's rankling venom, black as hell, 

* The blood of Jesus can expel. 

4 The stripes that his dear body bore. 
That bathed his flesh in sacred gore, 
Become a source whence healing's found; 
For sin's most deep and deadly wound. 

5 Alas ! what thousands vainly strive 
Life from the precept to derive ; 
Whose eyes were never led to see 
The worth of this fair Healing Tree. 

6 Jesus, a name to sinners dear. 

Thy fruit how rich, thy leaves how fair ; 
I'll make my only boast of thee. 
For thou art Life's fair Healing Tree. 

HYMN LXXXI. p. M. 

The Gospel Glad Tidings to Sinners. 

1 'TIS the Gospel's joyful tidings. 

Full salvation sweetly soimds^ ^ 

Qiace to heal thy foul ba£;V&^^ii%« 
Sinner, flows from Jesu^a ^oi 
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HYMN LXXIX. p. M. 

The Building of Mercy completed^ and the Topmost 
Stone carried up, with shoutings of Grace unto it. 

1 WHEN, mercy's building to complete, 
Which hell and sin could ne'er defeat. 

The topmost stone shall rise ; 
Then, shouting grace, the blood-wash'd throng, 
Of every tribe and every tongue, 

Sha]l rend the vaulted skies. 

2 Then shall the Church, while seraphs gaze, 
Outshine the sun's meridian blaze, 

In her divine array ; 
While grace, eternity along, ^ 
Shall soimd in high inmiortal song. 

That sweet harmonious lay. 

3 Founded in grace, for ever sure. 
This glorious £a.bric shall endure 

When Time his race hath run ; 
Cemented with a Saviour's blood. 
Who for his saints the wine-press trod. 

In mystic union one. 

4 In God's great will the scheme was laid 
Before his hands the mountains weigh'd, 

Or spread the unknown seas ; 
Then did his arms of love embrace 
The seed elect of Adam's race. 

His glorious name to praise. 

5 Transporting thought ! awake my soul. 
And bid the lagging moments r<^ 

That keep thee from the skies ; 
Soon thou shalt bid the world adieu. 
With sorrows, sins, and «,\xff*i\n^^ \wi \ 
^ Lifl up with joy thine eye%. 
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HYMN LXXX. L. M. 

Jesus the Tree of Life. 

1 JESUS the Plant, of old reriown*d, 
Whose sacred leaves are healing found ; 
Throughout the world we'll tell of thee, 
For thou art Life's fair Healing Tree. 

2 Ye sin-sick souls, to Jesus go, 

With all your weight of sin and woe ; 
Thought cover'd o'er with lep'rous sores, 
'Tis but to touch, and life is yours. 

3 The curse that Adam once entail'd 
Is by its sov'reign virtue heal'd ; 
Sin's rankling venom, black as hell, 

• The blood of Jesus can expel. 

4 The stripes that his dear body bore. 
That bathed his flesh in sacred gore, 
Become a source whence healing's found; 
For sin's most deep and deadly wound. 

5 Alas ! what thousands vainly strive 
Life from the precept to derive ; 
Whose eyes were never led to see 
The worth of this fair Healing Tree. 

6 Jesus, a name to sinners dear. 

Thy fruit how rich, thy leaves how fair ; 
I'll make my only boast of thee, 
For thou art Life's fair Healing Tree. 

HYMN LXXXI. p. M. 
The Gospel Glad Tidings to Sinners. 

1 'TIS the Gospel's joyful tidings, 
Full salvation sweetly soimds^ 
Grace to heal thy foul bacV&\\d\xv^^> 
Sinner, tioyra from Jesu'avioxaAa* 
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2 Are thy sina beyond recounting, 

Like the sand the ocean laves ? 
Jesus is of life the fountain, 
He unto the utmost saves. 

3 Love's abyss there's no exploring, 

'Tia beyond the seraph's ken : 
Prostrate at thy feet adoring. 
We revere thy love to men. 

4 Hail the Lamb who came to save us. 

Hail the love that made him die ! 
'Tis the gift that God hath giv'n us. 
Well proclaim his honours high. 

5 When we join the gen'ral chorus 

Of the royal blood-bought throng. 
Who to glory went before us, 

Saved from every tribe and tongue ; 

6- Then we'll make the blissful regions 
Echo to our Saviour's praise ; 
While the bright angelic legions 
Listen to the charming lays. 



HYMN LXXXII. c. m. 

The Lamb and his Virgin Company. 

1 ON Zion's sacred mount I saw 

The Lamb for sinners slain ; 
His Church, redeem'd from endless woe, 
Composed his glorious train. 

2 This Virgin throng, beloved of God, 

All stood around him there. 
With garments wa&Vd m\a& o^nV^V^d^ 
■Divinely bright and. iaAx. 
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3 I strove this blood-boaght host to count, 

Thus to my sight revealed, 
And found at last their full amount, 
'Twas all that God had seal'd/ 

4 They sung a song for ever new, 

And none could learn the same, 
But ransom'd slaves and sinners, who 
From tribulation came. 

5 They hymn'd the Great, the Dread I AM, 

Whose sacred name they wore, 
With endless honours to the Lamb, 
Till time shall be no more. 

6 Blameless before his throne they stand ; 

They make a joyful noise, 
(A call*d, a faithful, chosen band), 
And vent their swelling joys. 

7 Thus shall their bliss coeval run, 

With vast eternity, 
Or till the sacred Three in One 
At once shall cease to be. 



HYMN LXXXIII. c. m. 
The Carual Mind Enmity against God, 

1 TILL God the Spirit's rising beam 

Breaks on the sinner's e3res. 
He hates the glorious gospel scheme 
And Jesus will despise. 

2 Self is the God that he adores, 

And sin his only food ; 
He seeks no healing for his sorea 
In Jesu's precious blood. 
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4 Daily to feel thyself undone, 

Will make thee haste to kiss the Son, 

And on thy knees for pardon sue, 

And praise, and bless, and love him too. 

5 To feel thy shame and nakedness. 
Will make thee love that glorious dress 
That sets from condemnation free, 
And from the curse delivers thee. 

6 Without a seam this garment's wove, 
Bequeathed in everlasting love, 

Ere time began designed to be 
A royal robe to cover thee. 

7 We seek no other blood or name 

To cleanse our guilt and hide our shame. 
But that wrought out by Christ the Son, 
Which God imputes, and faith puts on. 

HYMN LXXXV. l. m. 

Christ the Healer of his People, 

1 JESUS ! in thy dear name we trace 
Healing for man's infected race. 
Whose lep'rous soul and body too, 
Defil'd throughout by sin, we view. 

2 Hail, Plant renow'd, thy leaves how fair I 
Thought can't conceive, nor words declare 
What healing virtue from thee flows, 

To heal a gmlty mortal's woes. 

8 Thy fame was great in ancient days, i 
Judea's region spoke thy praise ; ' 
And we, through grace, in this our day, ^0 
Can sing of healing great as they. .W 

I 
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4 The hardest hearts, when thou Wilt heal, 
Are soft as wax before the seal ; 
Receiving dien thine image fair, 
Stamp'd on the soul for ever there. 

5 Hatred to Grod, a foul disease, 

Shall turn to love, when Ihou shalt please ; 
And bum with a celestial glow. 
Which none but pardon'd rebels know. 

6 To thee let Israel oft repair. 

When sin defiles their garments here ; 
For thou alone hast power to heal 
The sting of death that sinners feel. 

7 Count thou, my soul, no healing good^ 
But what proceeds from Jesu's blood ; 
Nor rest in this, t'atone for sin, 
Without a feeling sense within. 

HYMN LXXXVI. c. m. 
God^s Care of his Chosen, 

1 WHEN Sodom's sin, an awful cry. 

Had reach'd Jehovah's ear, 
Vindictive wrath was wont to fly 
But righteous Lot was there. 

2 This chosen saint, that God approv'd. 

When wrath and terror flies. 
Shall from destruction be remov'd, 
And live when Sodom dies. 

3 ZooTf the spot ordain'd of God, 

To which the aaint must flee^ 
Stands as a type oi 3ea\j?&\i\oo<ii> 
That sets the gu\\ty ixee. 
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4 But why should Heaven's indu^ent care^ 

Amidst the gen*ral woe, 
A single saint, a sinner spare, 
Whose heart was loath to go ? 

5 '' Haste thither, haste," the angel calls, 

" The city's full in view, 
*^ Till thou art safe within her walls, 
" Thy God ca» nothing do." 

6 Herein disenminating grace 

Shone with refulgent ray, 
Though he was k)ath to quit the place. 
It made him haste away. 

7 For sins as black as Sodom's were 

There's pardon with our God ; 
Large as his tender mercies are, 
And rich as Jesu's blood. 

HYMN LXXXVII. s. m. 

The Saints more than Conquerors through Christ. 

1 THE conquest Jesus won. 

O'er Satan, sin, and hell. 
With all the wonders he hath done. 
His sainta shaU sing and tell. 

2 On him ahaHl Zion place 

Her only hope for heav'n, 
And see, in his dear sacred face. 
Ten thousand sins forgiv'n. 

3 'Twas at her Surety's hands 

That Justice had its due \ 
Large aa tke righteoua laV« descAxA%> 
We his obedience view. 
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4 He pads'd within the veil, 

Did on his bosom bear 
The worthless names that did prevail 
With him to enter there. 

5 Our Advocate with God, 

For favoured sinners slain, 
Demands the purchase of his blood, 
With him to live and reign. 

6 Worthy the slaughter'd Lamb, 

Let ransom*d mortals say ; 
For who shall sing his lovely name 
In higher notes than they ? 

HYMN LXXXVIII. c. m. 

My Soul hath desired Thee in the Night. 

1 'TWAS in the night, when troubles came, 

I sought, my God, for thee. 
But found no re^ge in that name. 
That once supported me. 

2 I sought thee, but I found thee not. 

For all was dark virithin ; 
Thy tender mercy I forgot, 
To me, when dead in sin. 

3 I saw no day-star in the skies, 

Wrapp'd in perpetual gloom ; 

I said, " When will that Sun arise 

" That shall my soul illume ?" 

4 With cords of his eternal love, 

'Twas thus my sowl he drew. 
And taught my faiMe«a\veai\.\ft y^w^ 
His oath and pxomiae Vnxe. 
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5 The path was rugged ta my feet. 

Yet still I followed thee ; 
Went often to tiiy mercy's seat 
With " Grod remember me." 

6 At length my Sim's refulgent beam 

Through the dark cloud appeared ; 
My night of woe was like a dream, 
My soul was bless'd and cheer'd. 

7 My Grod, I felt thy goodness then, 

Was sweetly led to see 
That thou dost nile the fates of men« 
And all things are of thee. 

HYMN LXXXIX. c. m. 

Christ vanquishing Satan. 

1 WHEN Jesus^ by the Spirit led. 

The gloomy desert trod, 
Thither the prince of darbiess fled. 
To tempt the Son of God. 

2 But how unequal to the fight 

Were Satan and his crew. 
When Christ, by his eternal might. 
The host of hell overthrew. 

3 " Satan, ^Ha written," Jesus said, 

** That thou shalt worship me ;" 
With this he broke the serpent's head. 
And forced the fiend to flee. 

4 With sword and shield of soy'reiga. ^^RA^ 

The convict we maintain ; 
And tell the tempter to Ins face, 
*Ti8 written, « Grace shaft leigsi.'' 

I 3 
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5 When toss'd as on afiliction's ware, 

Or filVd with sacred joy, 
*Tis written, " Jesus came to save," 
Nor hell shall this destroy. 

6 Now let the Lord's adopted sons 

Their Father's grace display, 
Because 'tis written, " Jesus once 
" Bore all their sins away." 

7 When call'd to pass old Jordan's flood. 

We'll triumph in the view, 
Because 'tis written, " Israel's God 
" Shall bear his Israel through." 

HYMNXC. SEVENS. 

Jesus, the Believer'' s Surety ^ having made Peace hy 
the Blood of his Cross, 

1 CHRIST exalted, is our song, 
Hymn'd by all the blood-bought throng ; 
To his throne our shouts shall rise, 

God with us by sacred ties. 

2 Shout, believer, to thy God, 

He hath once the wine-press trod ; 
Peace procured by blood divine, 
Cancell'd all thy sins and mine. 

3 Here thy bleeding wounds are heal'd. 
Sin condenm'd, and pardon seal'd ; 
Grace her empire still maintains ; 
Christ without a rival reigns. 

4 Throu^ corruption felt within, 
Darkness, deadneas, goSV\, ^tA ww^ 
^tilJ to JesuB tuTtv t\vvive e^e^, 
Israel's hope and sacxAec. 
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5 In £hy Surety thou art free, 

His dear hands were pierced for thee ; 
With his spotless vesture on, 
Holy as the Holy One. 

6 O the heights, the depths of grace ! 
Shining with meridian hlaze ; 
Here the sacred records show 
Sinners hlack, but comely too. 

7 Saints dejected, cease to mourn, 
Faith shall soon to vision turn ; 
Yet the kingdom shall obtain 
And with Christ exalted reign. 



HYMN XCI. c. M. 

Looking to the Rock from whence ye were hewn, 

1 YE slaves of sin, redeem'd by blood, 

Salvation's theme pursue ; 
Exalt the sovereign grace of God 
For such were some of you. 

2 From head to foot defiled by sin. 

Deep in rebellion too ; 
This awful state mankind are in, 
And such were some of you. 

3 'Tis all of sovereign grace, that ye 

Do not as others do. 
Who seek the road to misery. 
For such were some of you. 

4 Death, in the error of his ways. 

The sinner will pursue, 
Till God his roving \veaTl ^\v8^ ?.ea^ \ 
And such were soiae o? '^ovi.* 
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5 Whilst they are sinners, dead to God, 

Ye higWy-fevoured few, 
Are washed from sin, in Jesu's blood ; 
But such were some of you. 

6 As ye are chosen from the rest. 

To grace the praise is due ; 
Be sovereign love for ever bless'd ; 
For sudi were some of you. 



HYMN XCII. c. M. 
Jesus the Sum and Substance of the Gospel. 

1 JESUS the sum and substance is 

Of all the gospel scheme ; 
In him salvation, all of grace, 
Shines with refulgent beam. 

2 Jehovah's councils and decrees. 

Before the world began. 
With all the goc^l promises, 
Respect his only Son. 

3 Prophetic lore declared his birth. 

His mission, and his name. 
Ages before, to this our earth, 
The Friend of Sinners came. 

4 Favour*d Isaiah heard him groan. 

Saw Justice smite his hoad, 
Oppressed with sins, but not his own. 
And to the slaughter led. 

5 His one great sacrifice complete. 

Hath made his Israel free ; 
The Paschal Lamb by faith they eat. 
And this deliv'rance aee. 
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6 His church he purchased with his blood, 
And who shall dare condemn ? 
But ne*er removed the wrath of God, 
For God was love to them. 



HYMN XCIII. c. M. 
The Sinner seeking Life by the Works of the Law. 

1 BEHOLD ! how Adam's helpless race 

Are striving, though in vain. 
Who think by works, and not by grace, 
Salvation to obtain. 

2 Though dead in sin, they struggle hard. 

And seek to enter in 
The gate, that flaming cherubs guard, 
For ever shut by sin. 

3 But when the killing law takes place. 

It makes their efforts null ; 
Salvation then appears of grace. 
Abundant, free, and full. 

4 Now, from the precepts to the cross 

His eyes the sinner turns ; 
His brightest deeds he counts as dross, 
And o'er his vileness mourns. 

5 God, on the table of his heart 

Inscribes his love and fear 

He loves the law in every part. 

But takes no refuge there. 

6 Give us, O God, thy grace to see 

The only Fountain thou ; 
Then shall we own salvation free. 
And at thy footstool bow. 



{ 
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HYMN XCIV. p. u. 

The Church chosen in tJie Furnace of Affliction 

1 SONS of God, in tribulation, 

Let your eyes the Saviour view. 
He's the Rock of our salvation,, 
He was tried and tempted too ; 

AU tq succour 
Ev'ry tempted, burthen'd son. 

2 *Tis, if need be, he reproves us, 

Lest we settle on our lees ; 
Yet he in the furnace loves us, 
*Tis expressed in words like these : 

*' I am with thee, 
" Israel, passing through the fire." 

3 To his church, his joy, his treasure, 

Ev*ry trial works for good : 
They are dealt in weight and measure, 
Yet how little understood ; 

Not in Miger, 
But from his dear eov'nant love. 

4 With afflictions he may scourge us. 

Send a cix)S8 fbr ey'ry day ; 
Blast our gourds, but not to purge us 
From our sins, as some would say ; 

They were numbered 
On the Scape Goat's head of old. 

5 If to-day he deigns to bless \\» 

With a sense of pardon*d sin. 
He to-morrow may distress us. 
Make us feel the plague within. 

All to make xls 
Sick of self; and fond oiVom. 
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HYMN XCV. €. M. 

Everlasting Love. 

1 BENEATH the sacred throne of God 

I saw a river rise, 
The stream where peace and pard*ning blood 
Descending from the Bkies. 

2 Angelic minds cannot explore 

This deep, unfathom*d sea : 
'Tis void of bottom, brim, or shore 
And lost in Deity. 

3 I stood amazed, and wondered when. 

Or why, this ocean rose, 
That wafts salvation down to men, 
His traitors and his foes. 

4 That sacred flood, from Jesu*8 veins 

Was free to take away 
A Mary*8 or Manasseh's stains. 
Or sinB more vile than they. 

6 Ftee to the sinner dead to God, 
Who sought the road to hell ; 
That trampled on a Saviour's blood. 
And on his buckler fell. 

G Triumphant grace, and man's free wiU, 
Shall not divide the throne ; 
For man's a fallen sinner still, 
And Christ shall reign alone. 

HYMN XCVI. 1. M. 

The Midnight Cry^ Behold the Bridegroom cometh. 

1 HARK ! 'tis the solemn midnight cry^ 
Virgins arise, your lamps "pte^t^ % 
TTie I£eav*nly Bridegroom, ^rotn V)ftfc ^'^ ^ 
I>oth in the clouds ctf lieav*Tv aip^a.^* 
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2 Go ye, who for his coming wait, 

Whose lamps are bright with heav'nly flame ; 
He comes to make your bibs complete. 
And show the glories of his name. 

3 Not as the bare professing race. 
Whose lamp in total darkness dies ; 
But ftimish'd with the oU of grace : 
Arise, ye virgin souls, arise. 

4 Your sacred unction ne^er decays. 
But, kindled once, remains the same ; 
Burning to everlasting days. 

For God himself maintains the flame. , 

5 Without the Spirit's work within. 
Profession's but unhallow'd fire ; 
A name to live while dead in sin. 
That shall in endless night expire. 

6 The church of Jesus, great and small, 
Are slumb'ring, yet not dead in sin. 
For they shall hear the Master's call. 
And with the Bridegroom enter in. 

HYMN XCVII. 8. M. 

The Church* 8 Safety ; or^ Zion*8 Bulwarks the 
everlasting Love of Jehovah, 

1 ZION's a city fair, 

Whose fame of old was known ; 
Jehovah dwells for ever there. 
He claims her for his own, 

2 Here his affections rest. 
Nor shall from Yicivce lemove ; 

'Tis his delight to inake\kfcx>o\ewJ^^ 
And live upon Yiu\oN^* 
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3 Her worthless name is found. 

Deep 'graven on his hand, 
In characters of grace profound. 
That shall for ever stand. 

4 Though oft with tempest tost, 

Ne'er from her anchor drove, 
This chosen vessel can't be lost. 
Secured by covenant love. 

5 Her bulwarks and her walls 

Are all the promises. 
Founded in potent wills and shalls, 
In oaths and firm decrees. 

6 Her food the Saviour's blood. 

She feeds by faith divine ; 
With Jesus one, th' eternal God, 
In ties of love divine ; 

7 Though she's at war with hell. 

Yet she's at peace with heav'n ; 
Triumphant grace her foes shall quell : 
Her sms are aU forgiv'n. 



HYMN XCVIII, p. M. 

Christ entering the Holy of Holies by his blood. 

1 BEHOLD the holy place, 

With Aaron entering in, 

To make for Israel's race 

A sacrifice for sin ; 

In him the type 

Of Jesus see, 

Who trod the holy 

Place for thee, 

K 
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2 Without a vkthn slain, 

As constant as the day, 
None eouM remission gain. 
No sins were done away ; 
Herein the gospel 

Myst'ry see. 
That Christ should set 
T^e guilty free. 

3 Jesus, thy hlood I need ; 

This fountain, rich and-free, 
Shall wash my hands and head, 
Yea, every part of me ; 
Defiled without, 
Defiled within, 
Wash thou my duties 
As my sin. 

4 Ere on the bloody tree 

The sinner's debts he paid. 
Slain in the great decree. 
He stood the coy*nant head ; 
Till that divine 

Illustrious day 

When sin by him 

Was put away. 

5 While he expiring hung. 

The blood-bought throng on high, 
His finish'd work they sung, 
Redemption now brought nigh ; 
They went to heav'n 
To rest wV^ God 
Upon t\ie CTedal 
0£\\\s\AooA. 
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6 His sacrifice to God 

Hath pleased the Father well ; 
The odours of his blood 
Afford a fragrant smell ; 
Perfumed with this, 

His saints shall rise 
To realms of bliss, 
Beyond the sides. 

HYMN XCIX. c. M. 
Stand stillf and see the Salvation of God, 

1 WHEN Israel, for the promised land, 

Forsook the tyrant's sway. 
Then with a high and outstretched hand, 
Did God his power display. 

2 Did Pharaoh's host, inflamed with rage, 

Pursue with sword and spear ? 
With God himself they must engage. 
He fought for Israel there. 

3 Down to the ocean's deepest bed 

The host of Pharaoh goes ; 
Horses and chariots sink like lead. 
With all that God oppose. 

4 Sing, O believer, ransom'd now 

With Jesu's precious blood ; 
Recount thy num'rous sins, and how 
They sunk beneath that flood. 

5 No human might nor pow'r of thine 

Can thee deliv'rance bring ; 
Yet thou abfllt on his arm xecVme^ 
And bis salvatioa sittg. 
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6 Stand sdll, and see the mighty feats 

That God's own arm shall do ; 
He'll hurl the mighty from their seats, 
And his salvation show. 

7 On ev'ry side from ev'ry foe, 

He'll shield and succour thee ; 
Shall Satan, sin, and hell o'erthrow. 
And th6u stand still and see. 

HYMN C. c. M. 

Christ stilleth the Tempest, and speaketh Peae 

Israel, 

1 WITH his disciples, o'er the lake, 

Jesus the Saviour goes ; 
Weary as man behold him take 
His wonted sweet repose. 

2 But ere they reach'd the distant shore. 

The billows rose amain ; 
Alas ! they thought that all was o'er. 
The port they ne'er should gain. 

3 While tempests toss'd the little bark. 

They fear'd to hear the roar ; 
Though safe as those within the ark, 
When God had shut the door. 

4 " Master," they cry, " assist us now, 

** The winds are very high ; 
" None can deliv'rance bring but thou ; 
" Assist us, lest we die." 

5 The winds were hush'd at his control. 

The raging seas were still ; 
The angry billows ceajsed to roll. 
At his great BoVteign vriU, 
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6 Their faith was weak, this Jesus knew, 

He knows the hearts of men ; 
Yet did to them his glory show ; 
And proved his Grodhead then. 

7 He chid the weakness of their mind, 

Yet taught his saints to know 
That in his fist he holds the wii^dt. 
And bids it when to blow* 

HYMN CI. c. M. 

JesuSf the Sinner's Surety , punished^ and Insolvent 

Debtors made free. 

1 JESUS hath suffered once for sin 

And now exalted reigns ; 
Ye sinners saved, his praise begin. 
In sweet harmonious straps. 

2 No claims csm law or justice crave 

From Jesu's mystic biide ; 
Full payment to the law he gave, 
When for her sins he died. 

3 When justice smote the Shepherd^s head, 

The captive flock were free ! 
Belov'd, when in transgression dead, 
Great God, and far firom thee. 

4 Here» lost in thought, the seraphs, gaze. 

The wondrous scene to scan ; 
What heights and depths of sov*reign grace, 
In wisdom's glorious plan. 

5 Convinced of sin's demerit, we 

From self to Jesus fly ; 
Ourselves insolvent debtors see. 
And on his blood rely. 

K 3 
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6 In vain we seek a fig-leaf dress, 

To hide our sin and shame ; 
But shelter in his righteousness, 
By whom salvation came. 

7 This truth, by grace, we still maintain, 

And this conclusion draw, 
That in the wounds of Jesus slain, 
'Tis sweet to read the law. 

8 Made by an act of sovereign grace. 

From legal bondage free ; 
As thy own chosen, blood-bought race. 
Great God, we worship thee. 

HYMN CII. L. M. 
Return unto thy Rest, my Soul, 

1 WHY, O my soul, art thou dismay'd ? 

Why in these tents of sorrow groan ? 

On what have thy fond hopes been staid. 

Still seeking rest but finding none ? 

2 Rest in the promise God hath spoke, 

In all things order'd well for thee ; 
Whose sacred words he*ll ne*er revoke. 
Nor alter his profound decree. 

3 Rest in the oath that he hath swore. 

Firm as his throne the same shall prove ; 
'Twill stand when time shall be no more, 
And run coeval with his love. 

4 Rest in the Spirit's work within. 

When thou canst read thy int'rest there, 
Tn true contrition wrougYit iot ^\w, 
^ Or fervent love, ox ft^a\ few. 
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5 Yet still should sorrow tear thy breast. 

Thy mind still sinking in despair, 
Then in that promise strive to rest, 
That stands from all conditions clear, 

6 'Tis good to cast an anchor here, 

And patient wait, till thou shalt see 
Thy hopes for heav*n more bright and clear, 
Bless'd with a surer prophecy. 

7 Still thou hast sought, but sought in vain, 

No rest nor ease thy soul can see ; 
Yet endless bliss and joys remain. 
And everlasting rest for thee. 



HYMN cm. p. M. 

Jesus the True Shepherd, 

1 The voice of the Shepherd 

His flocks shall convene. 
And lead them to pastures 

All fertile and green ; 
But unto the stranger 

They will not draw near, 
Who calls to deceive them, 

*• Lo Here, and Lo there." 

2 The blood of this Shepherd 

His flock did redeem, 
Grace, mercy, and peace. 

Came to sinners by him ; 
'Tis he who hath told them 

Of such to beware. 
Who cry as deceivers, 

** Lo here, and Lo tYictc.'' 



i 
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3 He calls them by name, 

And before them he goes. 
To guide, guard, and succcMur 

His lambs firom their foes ; 
And, glory to Xesus, 

His church is his care. 
Though oft they are halting 

'Twixt " here, and Lo there." 

4 DecQiyers shailL eome, 

As the scriptures aver, 
And thousands to final 

Destruction shall err ; 
Yet, proving their calling. 

The saints persevere. 
While hirelings are bawHng, > 

" Lo here, and Lo there." 

5 Those gospel rejecters 

The fence shall leap o'er. 
And enter the sheepfold, 

But not by the door ; 
And, fraught with delusion, 

And harden*d to fear, 
Shall cry in confusion 

" Lo here, and Lo there." 

6 The way to the Father 

Is Jesus the Son, 
In all that he suffered, 

In all that he's done ; 
And this shall the heralds 

Of Jesus declare. 
Till folded ill Zion 

ilis sheep shall appear. 
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HYMN CIV. L. M. 
Christ a Refuge from the Storm. 

1 GREAT Rock, for weary sinners made. 

When storms of sin infest the soul. 
Here let me rest my weary head, 

When lightnings blaze and thunders roll. 

2 Within the clefts of his dear side, 

There all his saints in safety dweU ; 
And what from Jesus shall divide f 
Not all the rage of earth or hell. 

3 Bless*d with the pardon of her sin, 

My soul beneath thy shade would lie. 
And sing the love that took me in, 
And others left in sin to die. 

4 O sacred covert from the beams 

That on the weary trav^fler beat, 
How welcome are thy shade and streams. 
How bless' d, how sacred, and how sweet ! 

5 And when that awful storm takes place 

That hurls destruction far and near. 
My soul shall refuge in thy grace, 
And take her glorious shelter there. 

6 To shake this rock thy saints are in. 

Tempest or storm shall ne*er prevail ; 
'Twill stand the blast of hell and sin, 
And anchor sure within the vaS. 

HYMN CV. L. M. 

Great is the mystery of Godliness ; God manife 

in the Flesh, 

1 WITHOUT dispute 'twixt bond and free, 
Great is the gospel mystery ; 



^° ^ ' Cry the saxne to proved 
9 SbaU setaphf "J^^gi love ; 

•Tis lo** *? M woKieat God, i» "* 
^Herethe^^/jSot^ergreet; 

Justice *tt* 1=. harmony. 
^ ♦ «M the my** y",- ftflea tac«' 

Ten t^<r'SiZbet«««^ ^^* 

5By«^r^nectioncame;, 
By man the re» gerpent « " 

^'i^^JeSSle^onsled. 

That bell sd®®^^.^aom8l^i»d, 

« O deep abyss of ^^^'t^ vo «>«xud ; 
Tc» vast fox «^?.''^-^^^««.^'* ^''^ 

Hail YatVvet, Soft, 
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HYMN CVI. L. M. 

The Christian Dying in Hope of Eternal Life. 

1 IN hope of life eternal giv'n, 

Behold a pardon*d sinner dies ; 
A legal blood-bought heir of heav*n, 
Called to his mansion in the skies. 

2 He left the world, with all its toys, 

For better, brighter worlds on high, 
His faith embraced substantial joys, 
Soaring beyond the starry sky. 

3 From Pisgah*s top, by faith he saw 

The land where milk and honey flows, 
Nor could the pow'r of hell below 
Prevail to break his sweet repose. 

4 He trod the shades of gloomy death. 

Could set his seal that God was true, 
Finished his course and kept the faith, 
For txod kept him his passage through. 

5 Methinks I see him now at rest, 

In the bright mansion love ordain'd ; 
His head reclines on Jesu's breast. 
No more by sin or sorrow pain*d. 

6 Why should our eyes with sorrow flow, 

Or bosoms heave the painful sigh ? 
When Jesus calls the saint must go, 
*Twas his eternal gain to die. 

7 'Twas through the strength of Israel's 

He prov'd a conqu'ror whftw Vvfc ^"eKl*. 
'Tis to the praise of grace we fAx\i^> 
Though of a dying Bauvt ^e V^» 
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8 Fearless he enter'd Jordan's flood, 

At peace with heav'n he clos'd his eyes, 
His only trust was Jesu's blood, 
In si^e and certam hope to rise. 



HYMN CVII. c. M. 

Christ Exalted. 

1 CHILDREN of light, assist my song, 

Come, swell the sacred tone, 
A sweeter note the blood-bought throng 
Ne'er sang before the throne. 

2 'Tis to the Lamb, for ever dear, 

By God, made sin to be, 
Whose sacred side received the spear. 
Whose hands were pierc'd for me. 

3 On love like this reflect, my soul. 

Here's heights and depths to view ; 
'Twas for the foulest of the foul. 
For sins of blackest hue. 

4 He pass'd the rebel angels by. 

Creatures of nobler pow'rs ; 
While rebel worms are rais'd on high, 
This sinful flesh of our's. 

5 The sins of all the ransom'd race 

That's found throughout the world. 
By this one act of sov'reign grace, 
Were in oblivion hurl'd. 

6 When thine elect on Zion meet, 

Wie'JJ lift thy name on bi^h, 
And ev^ry act of grace te^e^A., 
And shout with laoVy ^o^ • 
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HYMN CVtII. s. M. 

The Oospel joyful Tidings to a sinner. 

1 THE gospel herald cries, 

** Ye lep*rous souls unclean, 
** Behold I set before your eyes 
" A sacrifice for sin* 

2 " The merit of his blood 
*' Shall be exalted high, 
It seal'd the sinner's peace with God, 

And brought his Israel high. 

3 " Sinners of ev'ry cast, 

" Whose souls are, drown'd in woe, 
" Are welcome to the best repast 
*' That gospel grace can show. 

4 ** Let pride no more beguile ; 

** Here in the foimtain lave ; 
•* 'Twas not the righteous, but the vile, 
" Whom Jesus came to save." 

5 The Spirit's voice says " Come, 

'' All things in Jesus view ;" 
There's nothing can be taken from, 
Or added thereunto* 

HYMN CIX* p. M. 

Jesus the End of the Law, 

1 LET those who inhabit the rock. 
And out of his fulness receive. 
Proclaim him the tow'r of the flock, 

Still precious to them that believe ; 
Our Prophet, our Priest, and our King, g 

'Tis life everlasting to liuciow^ 
His blood and his mexita -we €\iv^) 
For Cbriat is the End oi tYve Y»«v . 
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2 Tis here when with sorrows oppressed. 

Believers in Jesus should flee ; 
For those that are weary, here's rest, 
* For sin-burden'd sinners like me ; 
If justice pursue thee for blood, 

His righteousness stands without flaw, 
And he that redeem'd thee to God 

Is Jesus, the End of the Law* 

3 The types and the shadows are fled, 

With all that prediction ibretold ; . 
Since Jesus on Calvary bled, 

His sheep shall return to the fold ; 
Shall build upon him, as a Rock, 

Nor fear, when the tempests shall blow, 
And nothing the building shaU shock^ 

For Christ is the End of the Law* 

4 How sweet and delightful the strain, 

Salvation by grace to repeat ; 
Shall sinners redeem'd e'er refrain. 

Who stand as in Jesus complete ? 
From him as the Fountain of Life, 

His saints their existence shall draw. 
And live, though ^encompass'd with strife. 

For Christ is the End of the Law. 



HYMN ex. c. M. 

Lot in Sodom ; or^ God's Care of his Saints, 

1 WHO can the dreadful horrors tell 
Of that tremendous hour, 
When guilty Sodom sunk to hell, 
Beneath a fiery show'r ? 
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2 Just as the sun kad shot his Yearns 

Across the slumb'ring world, 
The liquid fire descends in streams, 
> And vengeance was uni^Fd. 

3 But ere Jehovah's wrath was roused 

To pour the dreadful fire, 
X49t was in Zoar safely housed, 
' Secure from burning ire, 

4 This litUe city's favour'd waH 

Did weH the saint defend ; 
He saw the flaming torrents fall, 
cAnd heard their cries ascend. ^ 

5 He sung, m sweet exalted strains, 

Preserying grace most free, ' 
That bid him haste across the plains. 
And to this city flee. 

6 Thus shall the soul that grace redeems 

Fly from the wrath to come, 
To Jesu's wounds, where pardon streams, 
His bless'd eternal home. 

HYMN CXI. L. Ttf. 

This Man shall be the Peace, 

t PEACE by his cross hath Jesus made. 
The church's everlasting Head ; 
O'er hell and sin hath vict'ry won. 
And, with a shout, to glory gone. 

2 Then why, dejected saint, dost dieu 
Thy sorrows nurse, thy head thus bow ? 
Eternal truth declares to thee, 
This glorious Man t!iy Peace shell b^« 
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3 When o'er thy head the billows roll, 
And shades of sin obscure thy soul ; 
When thou canst no deliv'rance see, 
Yet still this Man thy Peace shall be, 

4 In tribulation's thorny maise, 

Or on the mount of soy'reign grace, 
Or in the fire, or through die sea, 
This glorious Man thy Peace shall be, 

5 Tea, when thine eye of faith is dim. 
Rest thou on Jesus, sink or swim. 
And at his footstool bow the knee, 
Ajid Israel's God thy Peace sh^U be, 

HYMN CXII. SEVENS. 
All Things are Yours. 

1 CALL'D by grace, the sinner see. 
Rich, though sunk in poverty ; 
Jlich in faith that God has given, 
tie's a legal heir of heav'n. 

2 All the searchless riches stored 
In the Person of our Lord ; 
Wisdom, truth, and glorious grace. 
Everlasting love and peace^ 

3 All things that the cross procur'd 
Stand eternally secur'd ; 

All are yours, ye heirs of bliss 
Cancell'd sins, and righteousness. 

4 All the promises we trace 
In the records of his grace. 
Richer far than mines of gold. 

Half their wealth was never told. 
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5 Victory o'er the King of Dread, 
Strength the gloomy vale to tread, 
Faith within the vale to see 
Jesus enter'd there for thee. 

6 All the bliss that seraphs know. 
All the love that Grod can show. 
All are yours, ye favoured few. 
Mansions, thrones, and Idngdoms too. 

HYMN CXIII, 8. M. 

God the Hope of Israel* 

1 TO Israel saith the Lord, 

** Who doubts my guardian care ? 
'' 1*11 succour, help, and strength afford, 
'* In £nthfulness I swear. 

2 " For ever in my sight, 

" I'll guide thee with mine eye ; 
<< Mj portion and my soul's delight, 
** My treasure and my joy, 

3 " When rugged is thy way, 

" My grace shall strengthen thee ; 
*' And in affliction's troubled sea 
" My footsteps thou shalt see. 

4 " I love thee on the moimt. 
And in the trying day ; 

For thee thy sorrows I recount, 
« And fier/ trials weigh. 

" When hell, to make thee fall, 
" Shall with thy sin conspire, 

** I'll thee defend, as with a wall 
"Of everlasting fire. 

L 3 
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6 " My pow'r shall guard thy head 

** From Qv'ry cruel foe ; 
" On fiery serpents thou shalt tread, 
^* Nor hurt, nor danger know. 

7 ** 1*11 guard thy naked breast, 

" Wien shafts from heU are hurl'd, 
** And, crown*d at last, shall victor rest 
•* P'er Sat^n, sin, and wprld." 



HYMN CXIV. c. M, 

The Union betwixt Jesus and his Churchy 

\ B£FO}l!El the day star knew its place. 
Or planets went their round, 
The church, in bonds of sov'reign grace. 
Were one with Jesus found, 

^ In all that Jesus did on earth, 
His church an interest have ; 
Go, trace him from his humble birth, 
PoYm to the silent grave, 

3 'Twas for his saints he tasted death, 

All glory to his name ; 
Yet when fee yields his dying breath, 
With him his saints overcame, 

4 With him his members, on the tree, 

Fulfiird the law's demands ; 
'Tis " I in them, ^nd they m me," 
For th\i8 the union stands, 
*> Since Jesus aVepl ^imQug the dead, 
^ His saints \va\e noxx^X Voi i'&^x, 
ror -with t\\eir ^ot\o\3l'^ «vsS^twv^^^^ 
His raembexa ^o^oxilydl^ Vlt^et^^ 
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6 When from the tomb we see him rise^ 

Triumphant o'er his foes. 
He bore his members to the skies ; 
With Jesus they arose. 

7 Ye saints, this union can't dissolve. 

By which all things are yours ; 
Long as eternal years revolye, 
Or Deity endures. 

HYMN CXV^ c. M, 
God^s absolute Dominion^ 

1 GREAT Potentate, supremely wise. 

The maker of my soul, 
Throughout the world thy empire lies, 
To rule without control. 

2 Supreme in pow'r to goYem all 

Who life from thee receive ; 
The worthless spurrow ne'er can &11 
Till thou permission give. 

3 Thy council shall for ever stand. 

Though nature's frame decays ; 
The hearts of men are in thine hand. 
To turn as thou shalt plense, 

4 Nature at large shall aid the cause 

That wisdom would fulfil. 
And act against her secret laws, 
To work thy sov'reign will. 

5 The stars, those mighty orbs of lights 

That fill the vast concave. 
Against a Sisera's Viost aYv«XV ^^\.^ 
And prove thy poVx \jo «Vi^% 
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6 ISiere's nothing, then, too hard for Grod« 

He can and will perform ; 
He 9its as King upon the flood, 
And rules the raging storm. 

7 The wheel of life, at each revolve. 

Some prize or hlank shall turn. 
Till thou shalt hid the whole dissolve. 
In liquid fire to. bum. 

HYMN CXVI. c. M. 

In^dwelUng Sin, 

1 SOLD under sin, was Paul's complaint 

He felt its galling load, 
When he, by calling, was a saint, 
And rightly taught of God. 

2 Like liim, we daily feel the same, 

And long to be dissolved ; 
Oppress*d by sins of ev'ry name. 
How oft are we involv'd ! 

3 But he that feels pollution most, 

Defiled throughout by sin. 
Will never of his goodness boast. 
But mourn the plague within. 

4 Distressed at heart, he'll tell his God 

He feels it ev'ry day ; 
And to the fount of Jesu's blood 
For pardon haste away. 

5 Sinless perfection we deny, 

The chief of SatatOa m\ftft% 
Do thou, my soul, to CaWn ^^, 
-As oft as siu deft\c8. 
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HYMN CXVII. L. M* 

The Scarlet Thread, typical of the Blood of 

Sprinkling, 

1 WHEN God's own arm, his pow'r to show, 
Threw down the walls of Jericho, 

In Rahab's house was safety found, 
For there the Scarlet Thread was bound* 

2 By faith she saw th' approaching storm. 
And trembled at Jehovah's arm ; 
Received the spies in peace, 'tis said, 

And bound the well«-known Scarlet Thread. 

3 By faith she saw the tow'nng wall 
Before the blast of rams' horns fall, . 
And did, in that tremendous day, 
The peaceful Scarlet sign display. 

4 *' Come, kindred, here, make haste," she cried, 
" Destruction waits on ev'ry side ; 

" No harm shall enter where we dwell, 
•* The Scarlet Thread secures us well." 

5 Seven times she saw the troops go ro'imd, 
And heard the rugged rams' horns sound ; 
But did no death nor danger fear, 
Because the Scarlet Thread was there. 

.6 At length they blew the fatal blast. 
When to the ground the walls were cast ; 
Vast was the slaughter, old and yoimg. 
Save where the Scarlet Thread was hung. 

7 Like Israel safe, whose favour'd door 
Was sprinkled well with pasclvdi ^ot^ \ 
The sacred sign was just tVie scixae. 
The Scarlet Thread, or 8\aug\jA«t'di\^«2«Jo* 
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8 But we can nobler wonders tell, 
By Jesu's blood redeem'd from hell ; 
Secured by this from wrath divine. 
We bless tl^e sacred peacefrd sign. 

HYMN CXVIII. p. M. 

The Promise of the Spirit. 

1 WHEN I, (saith the Saviour) 

Ascend to my throne, 
The Spirit, to comfort, 

I'll surely send down : 
And this, saith Jehovah, 

His nussion shall be. 
Of sin to conyince, and 

To glorify me, 

2 To sap the fiDimdation 

Whereon they have stood, 
And show them the worth of 

Salvation by blood ; 
And when to Moimt Sinai 

For Refrige they flee. 
Shall point them to CalvVy 

To glorify me : 

3 Shall show them mj Godhead, 

My blopd, and my £ime^ 
And how, as the Ransom 

For sinners, I came ; 
And when their demerit 

And vilene&ft Viie^ ^«e^ 
Shall teax^h lYvewv tk^ IviiTiSiea^ 

And gAoni^ me» 
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4 The stout-hearted rebels 

His pow*r shall subdue. 
Not mending old nature, 

But forming a new ; 
And when they acknowledge 

Salvation as free, 
As mine he shall seal them. 

And glorify me. 

5 In truth all essential, 

My chosen shall guide. 
Whose Surety I am, and 

Fo^ whom I have died ; 
And when from the sheepfold 

They wand'ring shall be, 
Shall lead them to Zion, 

And glorify me. 

HYMN CXIX. p. M. 
Jesus the healer of his People* 

1 JESUS heals the broken-hearted 

O ! how sweet that soimd to me ; 
Once beneath my sin he smarted, 

Groan'd and bled to set me free ; 
By his sufferings, death, and merits. 

By his Grodhead, blood, and pain, 
Broken hearts, and wounded spirits, 

Are at once made whole again. 

2 Broken by the law's loud thunder. 

To the cross for refuge flee, 
O'er his pungent sorrows ponder, 

'Tis his stripes thai Vie^eV!ti \^<^\ 
Oil and wine, to heal and ciVen^^ 
Jesua still to Israel gvve^ \ 
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Nor shall e'er a Buiiier perish, 
Who in his dear name believes. 

3 tn his righteousness confiding, 

Sheltered safe beneath his wing, 
Here they find a sure abiding. 

And of Covenant mercy sing ; 
Seek, my soul, no other healing, 

But in Jesu's balmy blood. 
He, beneath the Spirit's sealing 

Stands thy Great High Priest with God. 

HYMN CXX, L. M. 

Salvation by Grace. 

1 GOD, in the riches of his ^race, 
Did from eternity ordain 

A seed elect, of Adam's race. 
Eternal glory should obtain. 

2 God, in the riches of his grace, 
Hath Christ exalted over all ; 
His goings forth, of old, we trace. 
The sinner's surety in the fall. 

3 God, in the riches of his grace. 
Hath Abraham's seed exalted high. 
While sinning angels, from his face 
Reserved to wrath, in fetters lie. 

4 God, in the riches of his grace, 
Hath to the charge of Jesus laid 
The sin of all that chosen race, 
Whose debt of suflf'ring Jesus paid* 

. 5 God, in the riches of his grace. 

Hath, in the gospel, Christ display'd. 
Whose blood hath seal'd the sinner's peace j 
And bruised the envenom' di&ti^ivt's head. 
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6 Gk)d, in the riches of his grace, 
We'll to etermtj adore, 
And wonders still and wonders trace, 
But ne'er his depth of love explore. 

HYMN CXXI. L. M. 

I%e State of departed Souls unalterable. 

1 IN realms of everlasting rest, 
There lay a saint in Abra'm's breast, 
Released from sin with all its woe, 
To dwell where joys eternal flow* 

2 From the dark regions of despair, 
A pamper'd glutton saw him there ; 
But ah I how dreadful was the scene, 
An awful gulf was fixed between* 

8 This gulf was set, that none might go 
From Jesu's breast to endless woe. 
And to secure within their cell 
The souls that once have pass'd to helL 

4 No gaol deliv'ry enters there, 
'Tis everlasting black despair ; 
£)v'n hope itself gives up the ghost ; 
The soul once lost, for ever lost* 

6 This awful gulf was fix'd of old, 
To keep his lambs within their fold. 
Whose wand'ring feet were prone to stray, 
From the great Shepherd far away. 

6 Tremendous thoughts ! awake, my soul, 
And prove election by t\iy eaS5L\ 
Jesua haih bled, salvatioii's ix^^. 
But thou must know 'twtta Aw&^ tot ^^^' 

M. 
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7 Be sovereign love for ever bless*d. 
By all the spirits now at rest, 

, That God admits of no remove 
From the dear bosom of his love* 

HYMN CXXII. L. M. 
The Cross of Christ Foolishness to them thatperist 

1 THE cross of Jesus was and is, 
To them that perish, fooUshness ; 
But to the saint redeemed by blood, 
The wisdom, power, and grace of God» 

2 No other way will God approve, 
The' curse of Sinai to remove. 
Or show a smiling face on thee, 
But the dear cross of Calvary* 

3 While others, on a sandy base, 
For heav'n their expectation place ; 
The structure form'd of wood and hay. 
The storms of wrath shall sweep away. 

4 Yet while in Sinai's fetters bound, 
Self-righteous mortals will be found, 
Striving, alas ! to enter in 

That gate, for ever barr*d by sin* 

5 Not so the soul who feels within 
A heart replete with ev'ry sin ; 

^ He to the blood of sprinkling goes. 
Where pardon, love, and mercy flows* 

6 We deem salvation's scheme complete, 
Where love supreme and isiexe^ meet ; 

The highest act that Ood coviXd ^w? ^ 
"grace to guilty woTms>a^\ow% 
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HYMN CXXIII. c. M. 

The Bible the Believer^ s Anchor^ and Christ 

' his All. 

i SHALL deists, with infernal rage, 
Insult the gospel scheme ? 
And tell the chosen heritage 
Qf G6d *tis all a dream ? 

2 We bless his wisdom, pow'r and love, 

And tell the scoffing crew. 
Their maliee only tends to prove, 
Xhe jots and tittles true. 

3 Gk), search the sacred volume, then, 

Ye blood-bought sinners, go ; 
Here's living hopes for dying men 
Who feel their sins and woe. 

4 'Tis here, when waves of sorrow roll, 

My soul for succour flies ; 
Or when pollution pains my soul. 
Or guilt beclouds my skies. 

5 Eternal truth stands here reveal*d 

And righteousness divine ; 
Jesus wfth blood the same hath seaPd, 
And made its blessing mine. 

6 Before its jots or tittles fail, 

Though infidels may bawl, 
Grod shall his firm decrees repeal. 
Yea, heav'n itself shall fall. 

7 Jesus, the Truth, the Life, the Way, 

Shines bright throughout tlv^ ^assi^ct \ 
A for the Spirit's lucid xa.^^ 
By faith to read tYie «axEie% 
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8 Kiches immense are treasured here. 
Dispensed to sinners free ; 
This is the chart by which we steer. 
The port of life to see. 

HYMN CXXIV. c. *M. 

Divine Drawings, 

1 TO Christ, except the Father draw. 

No wand'ring sinner goes ; 
So saith the written word, we know, 
But men the triith oppose. 

2 Tlie draiiHngs of the Father's grace, 

Work sweetly on the will ; 
Salvation in his name to place, 
Who did the law fulfil. 

3 But should the tempter this suggest, 

" Aright you never came," • 
Or, " Why should sorrows tear thy breast ? 
" Thy griefs remam the same." 

4 Ten thousand blessings on his name, 

Though hell the soul pursue, 
To Jesus, wrong no sinner came 
Whom God the Father drew, 

HYMN CXXV. p. M. 

The Lawful Captive delivered, 

1 LED captive once at Satan's will. 
We strove his mandates to fulfil. 
And lov'd his service well : 

* It 18 no uncommon suggestion, of the 4e?il to the Chris- 
^'^"r wi an hour of soul desertVou, l\va.l\iR tv«s« Qvn\fi aright 
/h J^^^ » ^^^ *® none ever came mV^oMX. "V^evw^ ^t^wrB/Vj 
tJie Father, I presun^ none evei cwcaftvrwswft. 
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But now, siibdued, we smg the grace 
That God reveals to rebels base, 
Who sought the road to hell, 

2 Be sov'reign love for ever bless'd. 
That kindled in Jehovah's breast 

A most vehement flame ; 
Let praise ascend to Jesus too, 
Eternal honours are his due, 

By him salvation came. 

3 Si^, ransom'd sinners, lift your voice, 
And in this covenant rejoice, 

That God hath made with thee ; 
Yet not with thee, but with thy Head, 
Jesus, the first-fruits of the dead, 

The Resurrection he. 

'4 In him it stands, and ever stood, 
Order'd in all things for thy good. 

Ere time began to roll ; 
Here stands forgiveness for thy sin, 
And righteousness that's white and clean, 

To clothe the naked soul. 



HYMN CXXVI. L. M. 

Peter's fall and Recovery. 

1 SEE, at the footstool of his Lord, 
A faUen saint by grace restor'd ; 
That from the saints, design*d to show, 
Eternal love shall ne*er withdraw. 

2 Here, self-condemn*d, behold he lies, | 
. Nor dares to heav*n lift \]^ Vvy& ^^^^> 

Wiule down his cheeks m Vot^«u\& x^ 
The deep contrition oi \v\^ swvjX- 

M ^ 
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3 Once on tlie mount with Christ he stood. 
And found that season sweet and good ; 
Yet now from thence he must retire. 

To wade through tribulation's fire, 

4 Here Peter found himself to be 
Weak as the infant on the knee, 
And, deeply humbled at his throne, 
Confess'd he stood by grace alone. 

5 Glory to God, whilst in the flame, 
Though he denied a Saviour's name, 
That oaths nor curses could prevail 
To make eternal mercy fail. 

6 " Go feed my lambs," saith Jesus, " now 
" I've thee restor'd, and tell them how 

" By fire I purge their dross and tin, 

" Aiid love their souls, but not their sin,** 

• HYMN CXXVII. L. M. 

The Stability of the Covenant ; or, God's Love ta 

Zion unalterable, 

1 WHEN at th' Almighty's dread command. 
The wat'ry deluge left the land. 

Then from the ark the Prophet came, 
And built an altar to his name. 

2 Sav'd from the vast tremendous flood. 
He ofier'd sacriflce to Grod, 
Jehovah liked th' oblation well. 

And did of rest a savour smell. 

3 Then, with a solemn oath he spoke, 

** Though oive for sin my wrath awoke, 
** Yet now I rest, my fury's o'er, 
*' I will destroy the world no more." 
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4 Thus to his church in Christ he said, 

'* Since Justice smote thy Saviour's head, 
" And in the cloud my bow I see, 
" I never can be wralli with thee, 

5 " Sooner the massy hills shall prove 

" Like chaff before a whirlwind drove, 
" Than I forsake my firm decree, 
" Or let my love grow cold to thee. 

6 *' The ponderous mountains sooner may 
** Desert their seats and flee away, 

" Than I forget, or disapprove 
" The chosen objects of my love. 

7 " As by my name of old I swore 

" To drown a guilty world no more, 

" So have I sworn 1*11 never be 

" Incens'd with wrath to deluge thee." 

HYMN CXXVIII. L. M. 

The Overflowing of Divine Love from God to his 

Church. 

1 O ! the mysterious depths of grace, 
Who shall thy wand'ring mazes trace ? 
Surpassing human thoughts to know 
Where this abyss of love shall flow. . 

2 'Twas hid in God's eternal breast, 
For all his sons in Jesus bless'd, 
Whose mystic members, from of old. 
Were in Uie book of life enroll'd. 

3 Shall one, as now in thine embrace. 
Before to-morrow fall from grace ? 
Be doom'd to Topliet*s endless flame, 
Where hope or mercy never came ? 



k 
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4 No f glory to liis name, we say. 
He'll love to-morrow as to-day ; 
No wrath shall e'er his bosom move 
Towards an object of his love. 

5 No heights of guilt, or depths of sin, 
Where his redeem'd have ever been, 
But sov'reign grace was underneath, 
And love eternal, strong as death. 

6 Come then, ye saints, in strains divine 
Rehearse the same in ev'ry line. 

Nor fear to sing the charming lay ; 
You'll sing the same another day. 

7 No other song will be th' employ 
Of saints in'worlds of endless joy ; 

. ))ut loud Hosannahs round the throne, 
To the Great Sacred Three in One. 



HYMN CXXIX. p. M. 
The Brazen Serpent, 

1 MOSES once, as God directed, 

" Raised the brazen serpent high. 
Lest the tribes that he elected. 
Stung by fiery serpents, die ; 

So let Jesus 
On the gospel pole be i^'d. 

2 As the Prophet bade the wounded 

Look and live without a fee ; 
'Let the gospel be resounded, 
'Tis salvation Ml aivd free ; 
No co-working 
With, tlie I^amb £ot siwuct^ ^vs^xv. 
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3 While the yenom'd snake was hov'ring, 

Israel round the serpent stood : 
O ! the cure, how great and soy'reig^, 
'Twas the gift of Israel's God ; 

Look, believer, 
To the Sacrifice for sin. 

4 Here, when sin jour feet entangle. 

Let your eyes directed be ; 
With the tempter never wrangle ; 
Flee, ye saints, to Jesus flee ; 

Read your pardon, 
Seal*d with blood, and kiss the Son, 

5 All-sufficient is our Jesus, 

Though our sins are black as hell ; 
From pollution he can raise us, 
Or from nature's deepest cell ; 

He on Calv'ry 
Cancell'd all his people's sin. 

6 Weeping saint, fbrget thy mourning, 

Why cast down or troubled so ? 
To the cross thine eyes be turning. 
See what healing virtues flow ; « 

Christ exalted. 
Is the hope of Israel now. 



HYMN CXXX. c.^. 

Salvation fiowing from Eternal Love* 

1 NOW, in a sweet exalted song, 
Let ransom'd mortals joiii^ 
To celebrate, both old and ^o\xxv^> 
Jebovab*8 love divine. 
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2 *Twa8 on this deep, unfathom'd sea, 

That life by Jesus came ; 
He bore his people's sins away, 
All glory to his name. 

3 'Twas sin that nail'd him to the tree. 

That thrust the fatal spear ; 
But Jove, that made him sin to be, 
Salvation centres there. 

4 Wheii he beheld i^e chosen race. 

All welt'ring in their gore. 
Terrific frowns ne'er cloth'd his face, 
« Nor did his vengeance roar. 

5 He tum'd his eyes to Jesus then, 

And in his bosom saw 
His dear delights, the sons of men, 
Complete without a flaw. 

6 To Zion's Great Eternal King, 

Who bled for worms below, 
Let bright immortal spirits sing, 
And praise unmeasured flow. 



HYMN CXXXI. L. M. 

Jesus the anti-typical Boaz. 

1 JESUS the same in every age. 

Thy acts Qf love our thoughts engage ; 
What thou hast done no tongue can tell. 
To save thy blood-bought bride from hell, 

2 Great anti-type of Boaz, who 
Did once to Ruth sucli Imdness show ; 
He did the kinsman's part viv^^^> 

But thine all other loves e^c^^. 
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3 Twas for thy bride, and her alone, 

That thou didst leave thy dazzling throne ; 
Thy Godhead veil'd in mortal clay, 
The kinsman's kindness to display. 

4 When she the Father's precepts broke, 
And, threat*ning vengeance. Justice 'woke. 
On his dear head the curses feU, 

He did the kinsman's part so well. 

5 Nor sin nor heU's tormenting pain, 
Could from her his affections wean ; 
Her flesh was his, her bone the same. 
And still he bears the kinsman's name. 

6 When in the fold he saw her lie. 
Begirt with crimes of crimson dye ; 
What love his bleeding heart o'erflows. 
There's .none but her dear kinsman knows. 

7 'Twas he, my soul, thy only Lord, 
The lost inheritance restor'd ; 

The tnunpet sounds, the debtor's free, 
What has this kinsman done for thee ! 

8 'Twas for thy sin, tremendous load. 
He simk beneath the wrath of God ; 
And did, with his expiring breath, 
For thee the kinsman's part in death. 



HYMN CXXXII. L. M. 

Praise to the Redeemer. 

1 O ! that I had a seraph's fire, 

His rapturous song, and golden lyt^. 
To chant the love and grace ^u^x^TSi^^ 
Reveal'd as in the gospel acVieTae, 
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2 Here's pardon fuU for sin that's past, 
It matters not how black the cast ; 
And, O my soul, with wonder view. 
For sins to come* here's pardon too, 

3 When Jesus died, their debts were paid. 
Whose sin lay on this Scape Goat's head. 
Was to the trackless desert drove, 

And buried in eternal love. 

4 In this abyss of love profound, 

When sought for, they shall not be found ; 
Hid from Jehovah's piercing eye, 
There, in oblivion's shades, they lie, 

5 The nation, thus redeem'd from sin. 
Were chosen, lov'd, and bless'd, in him ; 
And while he lives they ne'er shall die. 
For lliey are his by cov'nant tie. 

6 Let saints prepare to crown his brow 
With bright immortal trophies now ; 
And let their songs record his name, 
His honours, and his deathless fame, 

HYMN CXXXIII. p. M. 

As ye have received Christ Jesus the Lord, sa 

walk ye in him, 

1 AS Jesus the Lord he receivesi 

So walks the believer in him, 
Convinced that the blessings he gives 

Deserve his most cordial esteem ; 
He loves him for what he hath done, 

And grieves that he loves him no more, 

* The believer in Jesua, ^ho lives daily under a sweet 
sense of pardoned sin, knows, by ViXXfct ^x^enewi^^llkat he* 
'i^every day, and shall continue ao \o ^o \iSi5c\ \SkSi\a&Xi 
^^f^ Bwtdlowed up of life. 
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Yet fitin m the Lord he goes on. 
His mercy and love to adore, 

2 He's deeply convinced of his sin, 

And taught by the Spirit to see, 
He stands, in himself, all miclean, 

A leper in ev*ry degree : 
He feels himself thankful to God 

For all that the gospel declares. 
While Christ and his peace-speaking blood 

The chief of ten thousand appears. 

3 No longer he toils at the law. 

Deluded with " Do this and Live ;" 
He wants all that God can bestow, 

As free as Jehovah can give ; 
There once was a time he could boast. 

And thought that his failings were few. 
Yet now, of all beings the worst, 

Unable to will or to do. 

4 Thus walking in Jesus the way. 

He's taught to be harmless and wise, 
And though he delights to obey. 

Salvation by works he denies ; 
No merit he claims of his own. 

But shame and confusion of face. 
And low in the dust, at his throne, 

Receives a salvation of grace. 



HYMN CXXXIV. L. M. 
Prisoners of Hope turning to Jesus the Stronq Hold^ 

1 PRISONERS of hope, to beau's \.\>xt^. 

He's a Strong Hold, oxdaVrf^tec io\x\ 

N 
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Gird up your loins, and cease to moum^ 
And to the Lamb your way pursue. 

2 Though once in Sinai's fetters bounds 
Held in perpetual bondage there, 
Yet 'tis the gospel's joyful sound ; 

" Sinners to this Strong Hold repair." 

3 Turn hither, ye, who once were bless'd 
With light, the ways of God to run ; 
But now, whose hearts are sore distres^'d 
Because those golden hours are gone; 

4 Turn hither, ye who oft have tried, 
By works, salvation to. obtain ; 

See royal robes your shame to hide. 
And blood that takes out ev'ry stain. 

5 His name, a tow'r for strength renown'd, 
Shall save his people from their sin ; 
Free grace shidl o'er their sins abound ; 
Ye fearing, doubting souls, turn in. 

6 Let nothing then thy peace retard. 
Nor self, nor sin, nor slavish fear ; 
Though call'd with these to struggle hard, 
Doubt not at last of ent'ring there. 

HYMN CXXXV. L. M. 

The Gospel Chariot. 

1 GREAT Salem's King, of old renown'd. 
With wisdom bless'd and honours crown'd, 
Prepared a chariot 4br his bride. 

That she in princely state might ride. 

2 Behold, the silver columns stand. 
Fair and magniftcentVy ^^xA \ 
'Twaa paved wit\i love, au^ ^ \»^iwfe 

How much he ^d t\ii& iaVt oTve\oN^. 
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3 Fair type of Jesus, whom we love, 
Who sent his chariot from above, 
To fetch his church, without a stain, 
With him in bliss to live and reign, 

4 Thus shall the gospel chariot run, 
Till the last stage of time is done : 
And bear, in triumph, to their God, 
The ransom'd race redeemed with blood. 

i5 Yet none shall in this chariot ride, 
Save his elect, his ransom'd bride ; 
With him, her Lord, in royal state. 
She'll enter Zion's pearly gate, 

fj Tl^en in a song of sweet accord, 

With blood^bought saints to hymn ber Lord, 
In strains more noble, sweet and strpng, 
Xhan e*er were heard in seraph's song. 



HYMN CXXXVI. c. M, 

TThe Saint a Debtor to Mercy. 

1 FilOM Sinai's Mount to Zion's Hill, 

Insolvents haste away ; 
The law's demands you can't fulfil, 
For ye have nought to pay. 

2 Then to the cross of Jesus now, 

Ye guilty souls repair ; 
There Justice wears a smiling brow. 
And Mercy triumphs there. 

3 His work was great ; 'twas to redeem 

And bring to glory all 
The chosen seed, beloVd \iv\att\^ 
Selected from the faft. 
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4 And who but the Redeemer, say. 

Was able to endure 
The weight of sin that on him lay, 
And make salvation sure ? 

5 Yindictiye wrath, to sinners due, 

His sacred bosom tore ; 
And pains i^at mortals never knew. 
Brought blood from every pore« 

6 Yet he was able to ftOfil 

Salvation's glorious plan ; 
The councils of Jehovah's will, 
Before the world began. 

7 Let seraphs then address th^ir King, 

In realms of endless day ; 
But saints a higher note shall sing, 
More lov*d, more bless'd than fiiey. 



HYMN CXXXVII. c. m. 

Hoping in God, 

1 CEASE, O believer, cease to mourn ; I 
Return unto thy rest, return : 

Why should thy sorrows swell ? 
Though deep dish'ess thy steps attend, 
Thy warfere shall in triumph end. 

With thee it shall go well. 

2 Thy God hath said, his word shall stand, 
Not like the writing on the sand, 

But firm as his decree : 
That, " Whenihy foee, death, hell, and sin, 
'* On ev'ry side sYvaSiVYiem^fe^m, 
" A walloffireY\\)oer 
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3 Though trouble now thy heart appals, 
And deep to deep incessant calls, 

No storm shall injure thee ; 
Thy anchor, once in Jesus cast, 
Shall hold tiiy soul, till thou at last 

Him face to face shalt see« 

HYMN CXXXVIII. p. M. 
/ am He that Healeth thee, 

1 OFT as sins, my sou], assail thee, 

Turn thine eyes to Jesu's blood ; 

Nothing short of this can heal thee, 

Seal thy peace, or do thee good ; 

Seek no healing, 
But firom Gilead*s sovereign balm. 

2 Should the tears of deep contrition, 

Like a torrent drown thine eyes ; 
Yet for sin there's no remission. 
But in this great Sacrifice ; 

True repentance 
Christ to Israel freely gives. 

HYMN GXXXIX. p. m. 

Knowing the Love of Christ, 

1 TO comprehend and fully prove 
The depths of everlasting love, 

A seraph's pow'rs must fail ; 
How then shsJl sinful worms below 
The -great dimensions ever know, 

Or give the full detail ? 

2 'Tw^ Paul's desire, t\\at %«ATv\a WCft.\v>xsv 

* Mi^ht know the breadlYi aiv<ii\e\\^>^v vi^Vxvi\s> 
■And wonder and ado\e \ 
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But ah ! how weak are finite minds, 
To fathom Wisdom's great designs, 
That sea without a shore. 

3 When dead in sin the sinner lay, 
Love found a new and living way 

To bring him near to God ; 
'Twas through that sacred bloody sweat, 
Which made the Saviour's garments wet, 

When he the wine-press trod. 

4 O love ! beyond conception great, 
Earth, hell, or sin shall ne'er defeat 

The council of thy will ; 
For whom he stretched his bleeding hands. 
In heav'n a vacant mansion stands. 

That they must surely fill. 

5 The resurrection mom shall prove 
The object of eternal love, 

A royal blood-bought throng ; 
Then in the riches of thy grace, 
They shall eternal wonders trace. 

While ages roll along. 

HYMN CXL. SEVENS. 

Having loved his own, which were in the Worlds 
He loveth them unto the End. 

1 JESUS, full of truth and grace. 
Having lov'd his chosen race. 
Bears their sins and sorrows too. 
Ne'er neglects this chosen few. 

2 hong before creation's dawn. 
He embrac'd tViem «a Yv\& o'wn ; 
Still with unabatiivg ^o^, 
Jiurns his love toyiaid. V)[ieaw tvohi • 
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3 Loye, mysterious, free, and great, 
Nothing shall the same defeat ; 
Flowing from the Great I AM^ 
Sin its course shall never dam. 

4 'Tis a deep unfathomed sea, 
Rising in the Deity ; 
From eternity it came, 

To eternity Uie same. 

m 

5 Time revolving ne'er shall prove 
When his saints he'll cease to love ; 
*Tis the same from age to age. 

To this chosen heritage. 

6 Glory to his sacred name, 
Jesu's love's a constant flame ; 
Hell may rage, and sin conspire, 
All to quench this heavn'ly flre. 

7 Still the flame vehement grows, 
Jesu's love no measure knows ; 
Hills of guilt like smoke retire, 
Touch'd by this eternal fire. 

8 He hath loved them, dead in sin, 
Gave them quick'ning life within ; 
To the end he loves tibiem now. 
Round his throne they'll surely bow. 

HYMN CXLI. p. M. 

The Covenant of Peace, 

1 A COV'NANT of peace 
With Jesus was made 
His bride to release. 
He stood as her Yvead \ 
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In him as her Surety, 

Who bled on the tree, 
From all condemnation 
• She's more than set free. 

2 Jehovah her sins 

On Jesus hath laid : 
Her sorrows he bore. 

Her debts he hath paid ; 
' In him, lacking nothing, 
Without or within, 
^e blood of this covenant 
Hath cancelled her sin. 

3 Sent forth from the curse, 

' How. &iyour'd are we ; 
. Our Surety we bless. 
As captives set free ; 
Law, justice, nor Satan, 
No charges can bring 
Wiile thus of the blood of 
The cov'nant we sing. 

4 With blood o'er the door, 

Thine Israel of old 
From wrath were secure. 

As sheep in thy fold ; 
From terrors at midnight. 

Hid under the wing. 
Whose bibod is the blood of 

. The cov'nant we sing. 

5 Surrounding the throne. 

The gloxifted tYvioiv^ 
Make Jesus t\Ae ¥\ts\. ;^\\^^. 
I'he T^asi lu W\c ^owi^ \ 
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And when, on Mount ZioUi 

We join their employ, 
We'll aid the sweet choru8| 

And drink of their joy. 

HYMN CXLIl. c. M. 
Let the Inhabitants of the Rock sing, 

1 IN Christ the Rock let those who dwell. 

Prepare a song to raise ; 
For who like sinners saved from hell 
Should sing the Saviour's praise t 

2 When storms and death the world infestf 

And sin the nations drown ; 
Here shall the weary sinner rest, 
When worlds are tumbling down« 

3 What heav'nly prospects feast the eyesy 

When gazing from those hills ! 
While scenes of endless bliss arise, 
And joy the bosom fills. 

4 Here they can see the pearly gates . 

Of Zion's city fair ; 
Where blissful thrones and mansions wait 
Their safe arrival there, 

5 Then shout, ye saints, whose weary feet 

On this bright summit stand ; 
To sing the Saviour's praise is meet ; 
You see the promised land. 

6 Hither your souls shall surely rest 

The promise firm shall prove ; 
Till you recline on Jesu^a \>Te«jeX>^ 
And chant eternal love. 
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HYMN CXLIII. L. M, 

Elijah*s Flight to Horeb, 

1 FROM persecution's fiery rage, 
A saint, cenown'd in sax^red page. 
Who ne'er to Baal bow'd the knee. 
To Horeb^B Mount was known to flee. 

2 Whilst here in this recluse abode, 
Pouring his woes before his God, 
He hears a whirlwind's horrid din, 
But God, the whirlwind ne'er was in. 

S Then Horeb shook, the Prophet fear'd, 
The ydwning earth convulsed appear'd, 
Thfr solid rocks to pieces fly, 
For now Elijah's God was high. 

4 Held in suspense and rev'rend awe, 
Strait he a flaming meteor saw. 

Yet in the earthquake, wind, or flame, 
God to the Prophet never came. 

5 Such was the state my soul was in. 
When flrst I felt the guilt of sin ; 
Revealing wrath the precept stood, 
And not a Saviour's balmy blood. 

6 At length, to quell his rising fears, 
A sacred small still voice he hears. 
Sweet as the gospel tidings prove 
To sinners, drawn with cords of love. 

7 O ( sacred sound, with love replete : 
Now he prepares liis God to meet. 
Who speaks wit\io\x\, a fao^wsv^Xsttw ^ 
'* What dost t\iou\veTe,^\\^^,^w^\ 
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8 *' Think not that I my saints neglect, 
*' Still near my heart are mine elect ; 
" From idol gods I make them flee, 
^^ A chosen race reserved to me." 

9 Thus, till the Spirit Christ reveals. 
Whose small still voice our pardon seals, 
Though earthquakes rage and whirlwinds fly; 
We ne'er can "Abba, Father," cry. 



HYMN CXLIV. L. m; 
/ spread my Skirt over thee, 

1 EMBLEM of sinners, dead to God, 
Behold the infant in its blood, 
Cait in the open field to die, 
Without a kind deliv'rer high. 

2 When Jesus came to take her sin. 
This was the state his bride was in : 
He said, " My love, thy shame I see, 
" Bnt with my skirt 1*11 cover thee. 

3 "i I heal*d thy wounds, I wash'd thy stains, 
" I grac'd thy neck with golden chains, 

" Then I engag'd thy God to be, 
" And with my skirt did cover thee. 

4 ** 'Twas not in Sinai to forgive, 

" I spake the word, and bade thee live ; 
." From Sinai's law I make thee flee 
, " For 'tis no skirt to cover thee. 

5 " Welt'ring in blood, I saw thee lie ; 
" .0 ! hail the day that I ]^&'d \i^ % 
" ^Twas sov'reign love» di\m^^ ixe^^ 

Tbia was the skirt tYiat covcx'^ ^^^* 



ft 
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6 ** This spotless vesture thou shalt wear^ 
" Nor Gtod's vhidicthre justice fear ; 
" Nor heO, nor sin, the same shall foul '; 
** *Tis girt, by God, around thy soul.*' 

HYMN CXLV. L. M. 

TTie same, 

1 'TWAS to redeem his bride from hell, 
Who in the fall of Adam fell, 

That Jesus left his throne on high, 
And did for her transgressions die. 

2 Pinion'd with love, from heav'n he fled, 
Intent to woo, and thus he said : 

" Arise, my love, f^om earth and sin, 
** I come tiiy roving heart to win, 

3 " In the great council of the sky, 

" I pass'd thy vile transgressions by ; 
" For /thou wast mine by fum decree, 
'* And with my skirt I cover'd thee. 

4 *• 'Twas I adom'd thy hands, my dove, 
'* With bracelets of eternal love, 

*' And all was thine without a fee, 
** When with my skirt I cover'd thee. 

5 '' I deck'd thy temples with a crown, 

'* And £au* and wide spread thy renown ; 
" Yea, made thy soul from blemish free, 
" When with' my skirt I cover'd thee." 

6 This seamless vesture, once put on, 
Shall make thy soul outaYrnvfe l\vft ^un ; 
'Twaa wove by Jesus, on \)[vfe tt^^, 

-burden'd soul, to coveT Ocve^. 
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7 Jesus the church hath bought with blood, 
She stands accepted now by God ; 
Angels may trace but never prove, 
Th* amazing heights and depths of love, 

HYMN CXLVI. s. m. 
The Church coming up from the Wilderness. 

1 FROM sin's dark thorny mazci 

To Canaan's fertile plains, 
A trav'lling fair one in distress 
On her Beloved leaniT. 

2 Through fire and flood she goes, 

A weakling more than strong ; 
Vents in his bosom all her woes, 
: And leaning moves along. 

3 When dangers round her press, 

And danmess veils the skies. 

She leans upon his righteousness. 

From thence her hopes arise. 

ff 

4 When guilt, a mighty flood, 

Her trembling conscience pains. 
Then, on his peace-procuring blood 
'The trav'lHng fau: one leans* 

5 She views the cov'nant sure, 

. Her hopes all centre there ; 
And on his bosom leans secure. 
Whose temples bled for her. 

6 Weak in herself, she fears 

The battle's horrid din ; 
let more than conqu'TOt ^<b «.y^^»s%^ 
O'er Satan, hell, and ^« 

o 
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7 O'er Jordan's icy flood, 

When eall'd by death to go, 
She, leaning (m her Cov'naht Gk)d, 
Shall pasa triumphant through. 



HYMN CXLVII. p. M. 

Spiritual Poverty, 

1 BLESSED are the poor in spirit. 

Who their native vileness see, 
They are taught all sin's demerit^ 
Gladly own salvation free, 

And from Sinai 
To the wounds of Jesus flee. 

2 Stripp'd of all their fancied meetness 

To approach the dread I AM, 
They are led to see all fitness 
Cent'ring in the Worthy Lamb ; 

And adoring. 
Sing his Godhead; blood, and name. 

3 Self renouncing, grace admiring. 

Made unto salvation wise. 
Matchless love their bosoms firing, 
O !' how sweet their songs arise ; 

None but Jesus, 
From his blood their hopes arise. 

4 Clad with righteousness imputed. 

Now they cast their rags away : 
*Ti8 to every sinner suited. 
Let his wants be "wlvat they may ; 

Jesus dying, 
-Bore the curse and sm^wa-l. 
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5 At his throne their sins confessing, 
Now in shame they yeil Aeir &ce, 
Weeping, loving, praising, blessings 
On his head the crown they place ; 

Shouting glory 
To the God of sov'reign grace« 



HYMN CXLVIII. c. u. 

Christ the Believer's AU. 

\ THAT grace might reign in sov'reign sway 
And Jesus wear the crown, 
God to the root the axe shall lay. 
And cut the sinner down. 

2 Stripp'd of the rags of self-conceit, 

He feels himself undone. 
And stoops to kiss the Saviour's £set, 
Without a fig-leaf on. 

3 Hit boasted pow'rs to do and \nll, 

Are now reduced by thee ; 
Devoid of good, and Ml of ill, 
He feels himself to be« 

4 In " Do and live," some vainly hope 

To make their peace with God ; 
But nought his sinking soul can prop, 
But Jesus and his blood. 

5 His legal works, and deeds the beslf 

Are now in disesteem ; 
For he must naked come to C\im\.% 
Or farewell heav'n to Ydm. 
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HYMN CXLIX. L. M. 
Sitting under the Shadow of Jesus with Delight. 

1 BENEATH the shadow of my Lord, 
Jesus, by ey'ry saint adored, 

My soul was once indulged to be, 
And found his fruit was sweet to me. 

2 His dying love my soul o'ercame, 
I felt its sweet seraphic flame ; 
Could say, in faith, from doubting free, 
How sweet thy fruit and shade to me. 

3 Shelter'd from ev'ry hostile ray. 
That issued from the fount of day. 

My raptured soul could trac^ and see . 
How sweet thy fruit and shade to me. 

4 Then in his bleeding wounds I saw 
A refrige from the fiery law ; 

His bloody sweat, and agony, 

Were fruit and shade, both sweet to me. 

5 O ! sweet repast of heav'nly love. 
How rich these royal dainties prove ; 
In thine embrace 'tis life to be. 

So sweet thy fruit and shade to me. 

6 Thus he appear'd my soul's delight, 
I chid the moments' hasty flight, 
And still beneath Life's Healing Tree, 
In life and death desire to be. 

HYMN CL. L. M. 

Israel's Captivity in Egypt, typical of the Saints* 
Bondage now on Earth. 

i ISRAEL, in Egypt aoxe cygi^T^Wk^^^ 
Far from the protniBed \wi^ o1it««X\ 
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By dire oppression forced to^l>oW| 
Was but a type of Israel ncm. 

8 While lingering ages rolled tdong. 
Their toil was great, their fettem strong ; 
Yet ey*ry day's declining son. 
Brought Israel's great deliy'rance on. 

3 'Tis thus with Israel, now on earth, 
Few are their days of real mirth, 
Their inbred lusts their souls annoy, 
Disturb their peace, and damp their joj. 

4 Though free from sin, by Jesu's blood. 
They feel'their fetters and their load ; 
In chains of giult compelled to groan, 
Oft seeking rest, but &iding ntme. 

5 A daily cross, a stubbom will, 
A heart rejdete with ev'ry ill ; 
Affections prone from God to go, 
Are bonds that only Israel know* 

6 With bitter herbs, on Christ they feed. 
And hate the sins that made him bleed ; 
Yet love his name, and long to be 
From bonds of sin and sorrow free. 

7 They leave this waste of sin below. 
Where howling storms and tempests blow. 
For that fair land of sweet repose, 
Where Canaan's milk and honey flows. 

HYMN CLI. p. M. 

Christ exalted* 

1 JEHOVAH, in council 
, Resolv'd to fulfil 
The scheme from etctmX.^^ 
' Ltdd in his will. 

o ^ 
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A scheme too profound for 

A seraph to pry, 
And all for the lifting 

Of Jesus on hig^. 

.2 'Twas not from the creature 
Salvation took place, 

The whole was of God, to 

. The praise of hia grace ; 

And all to his glory 
Shall tend by and by 

T' accomplish the lifting 
Of Jesus on high. 

S Hk wisdom oontriTed the 
Adorable plan» 
Grace, mercy, and peace, and 
. Good-will towards man ; 
The Great Three«in-One did 

The same ratify. 
And all for the lifting 
Of Jesus on high. 

4' Here all the perfections 

Of Deity shine. 
Lore, wisdom, and power. 

And goodness divine : 
His justice and grace 

Received honour thereby ; 
'Twas all for the lifting 

Of Jesus on high. 

5 When first the great project 
To angels vraaluaown^ 
They hsdVd Yum m wwi^ «& 
The Lamb on Vv& Owcoiv^ • 
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The concave of heaven 
Resounds with their crj, 

God-man, Mediator, 
They lift him on high. 

6 Creation proclaims the 

Great work of thy hand, 
All beings and things in 

The order they stand ; 
Productions of chance, they - 

Are led to deny, 
'Twas made for the lifting 

Of Jesus on high, 

7 All things for his sake did 

Jehovah prepare, 
For of him, and to him, 
. And through him, they are ; 
All systems and worlds that 

Revolve in the sky. 
Were made for the lifting 

Of Jesus on high. 

8 Set up as the head of 

His mystical frame. 
He honoured the records 

Of Fate with his name ; 
And nothing was wanting. 

Which God could supply, 
To aid the uplifting 

Of Jesus on high. 

9 When man was created, 

What wisdom we see, 
The whole he possess' ^ 'v^j^ 
The image of IJciee \ 
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But, 01 inbisfallk 

Are led to espy, 
*Twas all for the lifting 

Of Jeans on high* 

J When Adam to eat of 

The fruit was inclin'd, 
It answer'd the end which 

Jehovah design'd ; 
No purpose or wisdom 

Was alter'd thereby, 
'Twas all for the lifting 

Of Jesus OB high. 

1 1 Here .Satan was nonpluss'd 

In whai; he had done, 
The fall Wrought the channel 

Where mercy should run ; 
In streams of salvation, 

Which never run dry, 
And all for the lifting 

Of Jesus on high. 

12 From hence it appears, he 

Made nothing in vain, 
For Adam, thus form*d, was 

A link in the chain ; 
In him 'twas decreed, that 

His members should die, 
And all for the lifting 

Of Jesus on high. 

13 The tnan that betray 'd him, 

Prediction foretold, * 
The pieces of sW^eT 

For which \xe v^aa wAdt \ 
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To prove his salvation, 

The world we defy, 
He fell for the lifting 

Of Jesus on high. 

14 The law that was given 

On Sinai of old, 
Was still the great mercy 

And love to unfold. 
Which did in the womb of 

Eternity lie. 
And aU for the lifting 

Of Jesus on high. 

' 15 In ftdness of time, he 

Came under the law, 
Its jots and its tittles. 

He answer'd we know ; 
And, stretching his arms, did 

On Calvary die, 
T' accomplish his lifting 

To glory on high, 

16 He slept in the tomb, till 
The morning arose. 

That sign*d his release, and 
Confounded his foes ; 

Then, bursting its bars, he 
Ascended the sky. 

To reign in his glory, 

, Eternal, on high, 

HYMN CLII. L. M. 
Jesus the Foundation. 

1 HEAR what the hope of 1^t^<^ «KLVk\.^ 
Who holds the keys ot Ufe «iA ^e^'^ 
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Whose potent word must be ftilfill'd : 
Upon a rock my church I build. 

Thou Peter art, but I'm thj Lord, 
By all th' angelic host ador'd ; 
And on myself thy &ith can see, 
** I build my church, and not on thee." 

3 Strong to defend, though hell engage, 
And all its hosts inflam'd with rage ; 
Not more secure Jehovah's throne. 
Than Zion stands on Christ his son. 

4 In persecution's hottest fire, 
This glorious ^Eibric stood entire ; 
Witness the slaughter'd millions, who 
For Jesu's sake &e flames went through* 

5 Built on his Gbdhead and his blood, 
She stands and hath for ever stood ; 
Nor hell, nor sin, so firm the base, 
Shall e'er the Christian's hope erase. 

6 When on the cross he bow'd his head, 
He Zion's debt of suff 'ring paid ; 
And on this rock, for ever bless'd. 
Shall mercy's glorious fabric rest. 

HYMN CLIII. c. M. 
The Trial of Faith, more precious than Gold. 

1 BY fiery trials God shall purge 

His children's dross and tin ; 
Yet not, as some profanely urge, 
T' atone for actual sin. 

2 The Scape Goat's head sustain'd the curse, 

Which was to Israel due ; 
/esus, our Passovet, fot \)a 

W&a cur8*d and aVaM^Xfet'^Koo* 
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3 Eternal thanks to Jesus, then/ 

Who took the oiuBe away ; 
Nor left to &llen, guilty men, 
■ The debt of sin to pay. 

4 Though oft we feel his chastening rod. 

And gloomy seasons prove ; 
Yet still he stands our Covenant God, 
Nor alters in his love* 

5 Doth he permit the saint to fall ? 

We grant the same to be ; 
By this, he purg'd a Peter's soul 
From self-sufficiency. 

6 At once his tow'ring pinions fbil*d, 

His eye of faith was dim ; 
Yet sov'reign grace at length prevailed. 
Though Satan sifted him. 

7 Glory to God, our Cov*nant God, 

He m^kes his children wise, 
Shows them the worth of pard'ning blood ; 
Thus, by their fiiUs they rise. 

HYMN CLIV. p. M. 
Christ set up from everlasUng. 

1 'TIS thp Toieet of Wisdom crying 

To the fallen sons of men. 
Listen, O ye sinners dying. 
Catch the sacred accent then. 

2 " In the scheme of man's salyation, 

" I, as Wisdom, did coxv^eikft^ 
'*Ere the beauties of cieaWon 
** Were from chaos t\&\iv^ ^eeti* 



it 
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3 ** Head elect, ere AdiEiin, siiming, 
" Ruin'd all his unborn race ; 
** Of creation the beginning, 

<' Full of truth, and full of grace. 

Ere the bright angelic legion 
Sang creation's natal day, 
.** Pleased I saw the distant region 
" "Where my mystic body lay. 

5 " 'Tyas for them I stood convicted, 

" Bound by loye's immortal tie, 
'< SuSer'd all the law inflicted, 
** Did on Caly*ry*s summit die." 

6 SiimerB, now firom Jesus roving. 

Who at sov'rei^ mercy spurn ; 
; Jems callB, for ever loving, 

Once again, " Return, return." 

HYMN CLV. p. M. 

Praise. 

1 AWAKE, my silent tongue. 
Attempt the heav'nly lay ; 
A pardon'd sinner's song 
Should Jesu's love display ; 
No iheme like this. 
To raise the soul 
To realms of bliss. 
Where pleasures roll. 

, 2 See, on the bloody tree, 

. Th' iWustnoiua ^Mffter hangs. 
The toTment due \o V^aae, 
. ' He bore ttie dxe^\il^Wi^\ 
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And cancelled tliere 
The mighty sum. 

Sins present, past. 
And sins to come* 

3 O glorious plan of grace ! 
Who shaU thy limits know. 
Forbear, my soul, to trace ; 
With God 'twas even so ; 
*Tis like Jehoyah's 
Glorious name, 
In height, in depth, 
And length the same. 

, 4 This was a deep profound 

In which thy sins were thrown ; 
His mercy who shall sound ? 
His loTe was never known : 
O, tell, my soul, 

'Twas love in Thee 
That grace designed 
. . For worthless me. 

6 And is my name enroU'd ? . 
. Do thou my soul assure : 
'Am I within that fold 

Which Je'siis keeps secure ? 
( Then hold my feet 

In Zion*s way. 
Till thee I meet 
In endless day. 

HYMN CLVI. L. M. 

2%e Chutch coming up from the Wilderness. 

1 BEHOLD, from the desert of sin. 
The worldi and the curse of the \v« ^ 
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A fair one, whose gannents $re clean. 
Does with her Beloved withdraw ; 

Retiring from thence, she appears. 
Dejected, and often complains, 

Surrounded with sorrows £uid fears. 
Yet on her Beloved she leans. 

2 Thus up from the desert she goes, 

Sustein'd in the fire and the flood : 
Victorious to vanquish her foes. 

And all through the Lamb and his blood : 
By faith she's enabled to view 

Fair Canaan's delectable plains. 
And faint, yet her course shall pursue. 

When on her Beloved she leans. 

3 When darkness envelopes her mind 

By &ith she shall hold on her way. 
And, in the sweet promise, shall find. 

Her strength shall suffice for the day ; 
No fiery affliction shall bum 

Beyond what his wisdom ordains. 
But times of refreshing return. 

When on h^r Beloved she leans. 

4 Her sorrows proceed from her God, 

Her faith and her patience to prove. 
The kiss, or a stroke of his rod, 

Are both from immutable love. 
By crosses and losses, at last 

From self her affections he weans ; 
That on him her hopes may stand fast. 

While on her Beloved she leans. 

S When foil'd by the Uta^\«t^ tSt^ %Q«%^ 
And makes ihQ a\OTieixM«i\ V^t ^^% 
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There pardon eternally flows, 

And love wipes her sorrows away '^ 

And when with her pardon she's bless'd, 
Communion with Jesus she gains, 

No longer a sinner distressed. 
For on her Beloved she leans. 

HYMN CLVII. L, M. 
The Breaker is gone up before them, 

1 IN ties of blood, with sinners one, 
The Breaker is to glory gone ; 
Hath all his foes to ruin hurl'^y 
Earth, Satan, sin, death, hell, and world. 

2 Set up from everlasting days, 

Ere Grod had made the earth and seas ; 
Ci^eation's Lord, and Israel's King, 
This Breaker's praise my soul shidl sing. 

3 When fetter'd with my sins I lay, 
Tliis Breaker did his power display, 
Broke off my chains, broke up my cell. 
And now, his love my song shall tell. 

4 But when he show'd himself my God, 
Bath'd on the cross, in sweat and blood ; 
Broke by his love, my heart became 
Like melting wiax before the flame. 

5 Now free from sin, I walk at large. 

This Breaker's blood my soul's discharge ; 
At his dear feet, content, I'll lay, 
A sinner saved ; and homage pay. 

6 Dwell, sinner, on this glorious theme ; 
Amongst the sons, there's ivotv^ ^ks^VvE^.^ 
He broke the host of hell iox ^o\x^ 

And huab'd the law's \oudQK\MAet^V»^' 
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7 Gone up, as Gtxl's co-equal Son, 
With all his blood-stain'd garments on ; 

. While seraphs sing his deathless fame, 
And shout the Breaker's lovely name. 

8 All conqu'ring Death, the king of dread. 
This glorious Breaker's feet did tread ; 
Hath, o'er the strong man arm'd, prevail'd. 
And to his cross the curses nail'd. 

9 Gone up to claim, but not to crave, 
That all his seed may pardon have. 
Whose debts were paid in death and blood. 
The wine-press when this Breaker trod. 

1 This Breaker, once made sin to be. 
Did from the curse his Israel free ; 
And in that awful moment fell 

The councils, craft, and pow'rs of hell. 

11 Jesus, to celebrate thy praise. 

My soul shall wake her noblest lays, 
TiU, round the throne, thy face I view. 
And sing thy blood and vict'ry too. 

HYMN CLVIII. p. M. 

Balaam* 8 Attempt to curse Israel frustrated ; or^ 
the Saint in Christ Jesus free from Condemnation. 

1 BALAAM was wont to curse for hire 
The chosen tribes to endless fire. 

At Balak's vile request ; 
He did his rams and bullocks slay, 
And thought to turn God's love away 

From Israel, who were bless'd. > 

2 But, ah ! how 'wea\L\\\a effoxts prove^ 
God's everlasting \oNe \» mw^ 
From this rebe\\\o\» Ta<i^ \ 
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Salvation come9 from God aloQCi 
Firm as his own eternal throne, 
To praise his glorious grace. 

3 In vain, to cane God's chosen sons. 
In vain he wills, in vain he runs. 

Or moves from vale to hill : 
No sinner once in Christ helov'd, 
Shall from his bosom be remov'd ; 

'Tis chosen Israel still. 

4 He lifts his voice, and loud declares, 
" Vain are the altars Balak rears, 

" And vain the sacrifice ; 
'* How shall I curse whom Grodhathbless'd ? 
** What he hath said shall stand the test, 

*' Though earth and hell arise." 

5 Jesus, thy blood hath Israel bought. 
Thou hast for him a garment wrought 

Of linen, white and clean ; 
Clad in this vesture, God can see, 
My filthy soul, no spot in thee. 

Though all defil*d by sin. 

6 There's no enchantment shall take place. 
Great (jod against thy chosen race. 

For they are dear to thee ; 
Nor divination shall prevail, 
To hurt thy blood -bought Israel^ 

Till thou shalt cease to be. 

HYMN CLIX. p. M. 

NoaVs Safety in the Ark, typical of the saints* 

Security in Christ, 

1 WHEN God £Tom\i\& V!ttxQ«3L^ 
Did vengeance d\s^«i^ ^ 
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That deluged a world, 
And swept them away, 

He caused it to slumber, 
Nor could it begin. 

Till his little number 
The Lord had shut in. 

2 Shut in by decree 

And council they were. 
Shut in by the oalJi 

Which to them he sware, 
From hell's condemnation, 

And wrath's horrid din ; 
.0 precious salvation ! 

The Lord shut them in. 

3 The few that remain'd, 

Not wreck'd by the flood, 
Prefigure to us 

The ransom'd by blood ; 
In Jesus elected. 

Not deluged by sin, 
But in him protected, 

The Lord shut them in. 

4 Thus, o'er the abyss 

In safety they rode, 
Nor wonder at this. 

Their Pilot was God ; 
When death and destruction 

Without might be seen. 
This was their protection. 

The Lord shut them in. 

5 When otliera ate viie^V^, 
E*en then W\3\ \v^ *^^^^ 
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Ilia crowii) the elect : 
Their sonahip is clear ; 

Though sin may annoy them, 
His charge they have been, 

It ne*er shdl destroy them ; 
The Lord shut them in. 

6 When judgment takes place, 

And worlds are in flame, 
The subjects of grace 

Shall reign with the Lamb ; 
Then farewell to evil, 

A final farewell ; 
Shut in, and for ever 

With Jesus to dwell. 

HYMN CLX. CM. 
The Stability of the Covenant, 

1 COME, saints, and sing in sweet accord. 

Nor let your sorrows swell ; 
The coy'nant made with David's Lord, 
In all things order'd well. 

2 This cov*nant stood, ere time began. 

That God with men might dwell : 
Eternal wisdom drew the plan, 
In all things order'd well. 

3 This coy'nant, O believer, stands. 

Thy rising fears to quell ; 
Seal'd by thy Surety's bleeding hands. 
In all things order'd well. 

4 Ere Adam stretch'd his hand to take 

That fruit by which he fell, 
This coy'nant stood, iox )e^\)^% V)2&&> 
In aJl things ordeT'd "fic^* 
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5 No sinner, once within its boandi 

Shall ever sink to hell ; 
Here's pardon, love, and grace profound, 
In all things order'd well. 

6 'Twas made with Jesus, for his bride. 

Before the sinner fell ; 
*Twa8 sign'd, and seal'd, and ratified^ 
In all things order'd well. 

7 When rolling worlds depart on fire. 

And thousands sinks to hell, 
This cov'nant shall the saints admire. 
In all things order'd well. 

8 In glory soon, with Christ their King, 

His saints shall surely dwell. 
And this bless'd cov'nant ever sing. 
In all things order'd well. 

HYMN CLXI. s. ir. 

All things shall work together for Good to them who 
love God, and are called according to his Purpose* 

1 ALL things shall work for good 

To those the Lord shall call. 
Who stand redeem 'd by Jesu*s blood. 
Selected from the £aill. 

2 Thousands this truth deny. 

And thousands wiU object ; 
** Can mortal evil e'er," say they, 
" Prove good to God's elect?" 

3 Yes, glory to the name 

O^ our sin-pard'ning God, 
Ey*n sin, that kmd\e<SLTo^^>u^^ifift^ 
Has often worVd foi %ocA. 
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4 What thou design'st to be, 

Shall to thy glory more, 
A Peter's fall shall honour thee, 
And teach that saint to lore, 

5 Let no unhallow'd feet 

Within those limits tread : 
To filthy dogs 'twas never meet 
To cast the children's bread. 

6 Though by the tempter foil'd, 

A sinner saved, he stood, 
Own'd as the Lord's adopted child, 
Bought with a Saviour's blood. 

7 His wisdom hath ordain'd 

Their trials, great and small ; 
V He counts in his eternal mind, 
The tears of woe that fall. 

8 That thou dost nothing wrong. 

Give me the same to see. 
That I may raise a sweeter song 
To thee, my Grod, to thee. 

HYMN CLXII. s. M. 
Say ye to the Righteous^ it shall go well with him. 

1 WHAT cheering words are these ! 

Their sweetness who can tell ? 
In time, and to eternal days, 
'Tis with the righteous well. 

2 In ev'ry state secure. 

Kept as Jehovah's eye^ 
Tis well with them Nq\ii\e\^'fe «w^\»^^ 
And well when caXV^X.o ^^* 
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3 Well when they see his &ce. 

Or sink amidst the flood ; 
Well in affliction's thorny maze. 
Or on the mount with God. 

4 'Tis well when Zion's hreasts 

No consolations give ; 
But better fax by fluth to rest, 
. And on the promise live. 

5 Well when the gospel yields 

Her honey, milk, and wine ; 
Well when thy soul her leanness feels. 
And all her joys decline. 

'6 Well when the promise speaks 
Sweet words of peace to thee ; 
Well when thy soid with sorrow breaks. 
And thou no Christ canst see. 

7 'Tis well when joys arise, 

*Ti8 well when sorrows flow, 
'Tis well when darkness veils the skies, 
And strong temptations blow. 

8 Tis well when at his throne 

They wrestle, weep and pray, 
'Tis well when at his feet they groan 
Yet bring their wants away. 

9 'Tis well when they can sing 

As sinners bought with blood, 
And when they touch the mournful string, 
And mourn an absent God. 

1 'Tis well when on the mount 
They feast on dying lo^e, 
, And 'tig as well, in Oo^*» wi^o^wV^ 
When they the f\3imafte ^xon^ 
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11 'Tis well when grace abounds, 

To heal sin's rankling sores. 
When Zi<m's trumpet sweetly sounds, 
Or Sinai's thunder roars. 

12 Tif well when Jesus calls, 

" From earth and sin arise, 
" Join with the hosts of virgin souls, 
** Made to salvation wise." 

HYMN CLXm. p. M. 

God present in the Assembly of his Saints, 

1 " WHERE two or three together meet, 
" My love and mercy to repeat, 

** And tell what I have done, 
" There will I be," saith God, " to bless, 
" And ev*ry burden'd soul redress, 

" Who worships at my throne." 

« 

2 Make one in this assembly. Lord, 
Speak to each heart s(mie healing word, 

To set the Spirit free ; 
Impart a kind celestial show'r, 
And grant that we may spend ^sk hour 

In fellowship with thee. 

3 Though few in number, yet we claim 
Tlie promise made in- Jesu's name ; 

It stands divinely free ; 
Thou art our Father and our Friend, 
Thy tender mercies can extend 

To sinners such as we. 

4 Guilt from the troubled «o\)i t^cca^^^ 
Constrain the soul, by \on^^ lo Vss^> 

BeJease from slavisVi feat % 



168 

Then, thoiigh in tent»of siif we groan^ 
Well aing tike those aroand thy throne, 
,Till thou shah hring us there. 

HYMN CLXIV. p. u. 
How precious are thy Thoughts unto me, O G^d^ 

1 INDULGENT God ! how kind 

Are all thy ways to me, 

Whose dark benighted mind 

Was enmity with thee ; 

Yet now, subdued 

By soVreign grace, 
My spirit longs 
For thine embrace. 

2 How precious are thy thoughts. 

That o'er my bosom roll ; 
They swell beyond my fiiults, . 
Ajid captiyate my soul ; 
How great their sum. 
How high they rise. 
Can ne'er be known 
Beneath the skies. 

3 Preserved in Jesus, when 

My feet made haste to hell ; 
And there should I have gone. 
But thou dost all things well ; 
Thy lore was great, 

Thy mercy fiiee. 
Which from the pit 
Delivered^e. 

4 Before thy hands had made 

The sun to rule the day, 
Or earth's foutida^ioiiAai^ 
Or fiiahion'd Adaixi'%c\Bl> 
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' What thoughts of pead^ 
And mercy flow'd 
In thy dear bo8€n% 
O my Gk)d ! 

5 O f fiithomless abyss^ 

"Where hidden mysf ries lie ; 
The seraph finds his bliss, 
Within the same ^ pry ; 
Lord, what is man, 

Thy desperate foe, 
That thou should'st bless 
And love him so ? 

6 A monument of grace, 

A sinner saved by blood ; 
The streams of love I trace 
Up to the Fountain, God ; 
And m his sacred 

Bosom see 
' Eternal thoughts 
Of love to me. 



HYMN CLXV. L. M. 
VnUm tpHh Jetus^ 

1 BETROTHIJ in love, ere time began. 
His blood-bought bride with Jesus see ; 
Made by eternal union One, 

Who was, and is, and is to be. 

2 Thus he became our covenant Head ; 
Charged with her sin the Savioux %tttSL^<k 
To do and suffer, in her steaA^ 

All that the righteous lav? deiinaaij^^ 



\ 
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8 Here justiee and llie hig^iesi gmee 
Mety m the Simier's oolj Fxiend : 
He &edj took our lowest piUoe : 

! lore that does all though tranaoeiid« 

4 When rank in sin, hell not diaown 
Hiose Mered taea that made her his. 
But claim this partner of his thrme. 
Through floods ai wrath and deep distress. 

5 Nor flood, nor flame, nor heU combined. 
Shall from his love her soul divide ; 
His blood the marriage nuptials sign'd. 
And for her sins in love he died. 

6 Thus, in his eyes, she ever stood. 
From wrinkle and from blemish free ; 
Loved with the dateless love of God, 
And bless'd by the Great Sacred Tluree. 

HYMN CLXVI. c. u. 
Loose hinif and let him go. 

1 TILL God the sinner's mind illume, 

'Tis dark as night within ; 
Like Laz*rus in the dreary tomb, 
Bound hand and fix>t by sin. 

9 In tenfold shades of night they dwell. 
Without a lucid ray. 
Yet boast of pow'r to leave their cell, 
The precept to obey, 

3 Yet though in massy fetters bound, 
' Tq God's free grace a foe, 
The gospel Has a p^ixiX ^oxxxA^ 
. *Xoo8elvimaad\eX\i3Hi^Q:' 
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4 Sinners shall hear this jo3rful sound 

When Grod designs it so ; 
Grace shall beyond their sins abound ; 
** Loose him, and let him go.'' 

5 Justice, beholding his attire, 

No more appears his foe ; 
He says, " I*ve all that I require, 
** Loose him, and let him go.'* 

6 He stands accepted in his name, 

Whose blood for him did flow ; 
The holy law proclaims the same, 
'* Loose him, and let him go." 

7 Thus gospel, law, and justice too, 

Conspire to set him free ; 
Reflect, my soul, admire and view 
What God hath done for thee. 

HYMN CLXVII. p. M. 

Praise. 

1 COME, ye that love the Saviour's name. 
And celebrate his deathless fame ; 

Why should yt)ur tongues refrain ? 
Can Gabriel sing a sweeter song. 
When holy fire awakes his tongue, 

Than this delightful strain ? 

2 The Prince of Darkness he destroy'd* 
Made all his hellish councils void» 

And conquer'd when he fell ; 
Salvation's work he made com^^^Xi^ 
And crushed beneath liis B&x^tfA i<^V 

Tlie potent pow'ra o{YveVi« 



172 

3 This was the great tremendous day, 
When Jesus did his power display, 

And yanquish'd death and sin ; 
Against the strong his arm prevail'd, 
He to the cross the curses nailed. 

And righteousness brought in. 

4 We shout the Conqu'rer to the skies, 
His finish'd work and sacrifice 

We plead before our God ; 
While he on high, for all his sons. 
Shall claim the merits of his groans, 

And his peace-speaking blood. 

HYMN CLXVIII. c. u. 

No Justification by the Works of the Law. 

1 SINCE man was out of Eden drove, 

His deeds, the most sincere. 
Can ne'er procure Jehovah's love. 
Or re-admittance there. 

2 Alas ! his feeble powers are such. 

He strives, but all in vain ; 
The tree of life he ne'er can touch. 
Or Paradise regain. 

3 To guard the gate fi*om whence he came, 

A flaming cherub stands ; 
The law's a wrath-revealing flame 
Of infinite demands. 

4 No fig-leaf dress by him put on 

His guilty 8ou\ can ^te^w \ 
His innocence, aW\ \Sa t^ow^^ 
His heart's a aitik o^ svxv- 
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5 Yet there's a new and living wax, 

Mark'd out with lines of bloody 
Wherein apostate rebels may 
Again return to God. 

6 For Eden, lost by Adam's sin, 

Through Jesu's blood and pain, 
His seed eternal life shall win. 
And Paradise regain. 

7 Till round the throne the blood->boaght race 

Electing love shall bring, 
Let sinners saved proclaim free graee. 
And Christ exalted sing* 

HYMN CLXIX. c. m. 
To them that believe He is preeUms, 

1 WHEN love divine our hearts inflame, 

Our raptured souls shall sing 
The sweets that centre in the name 
Of Israel's God and Kingt 

2 His church's Everlasting Head, 

Set up in God's decree, 
Before uie heavens his hands had spread. 
Or made the earth and sea. 

3 He's precious as the promised Seed, 

To bruise the Serpent's head 
Who with his flesh his flock shall feed ; 
'Twas for their sins he bled. 

4 He's precious, as a Fountain pure. 

With living water MVA \ 
And as a Kock for ever wxce. 
Whereon his church shallWiV)^^ 

Q 5 
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5 He*8 precious as the God of grace, 

Dispensed to sinners free ; 
And as the Lord our Righteousness, 
Jehovah's fellow he. 

6 He's precious in his bloody hue, 

In all his sufiTring form, 

To give the holy law its due. 

And save a guilty worm. 

7 He's precious as a King to rule 

We own his sovereign sway ; 
As wisdom to instruct the fool 
That's found in Zion's way. 

8 When law and terrors round me press 

He's precious then to me, 
My Law-fulfilling Righteousness 
Of Grod, made sin to be. 

9 He's precious in his powerful blood, 

A priest of great renown, 
To chum forgiveness with our God, 
And send his Spirit down. 

HYMN CLXX. L. M. 

Christ crowned with his saints. 

1 HAIL, sacred day ! that shall declare 
The jewels of the Son of God ; 
Design'd to deck his crown they were. 
Chosen of old and bought with blood. 

2 In nature's cavern once they lay, 
AL'ke defiled and {otv^l o^ «\\i\ 

Yet they were caXV'd t^xft wtv% ol ^«^ \ . 
Thy free-grace cov'ikaiL\. \wJ*^^«a^ vkv. 
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3 To make salvation free and full/ 
Mary shall grace thy diadem ; 

Her crimson stains are white as wod^ 
She shines a hright distingoish'd gem. 

4 See, Peter in this^crown appears, 
Shinijig with splendour all divine, 
Proclaiming loud in sinners' ears. 
That great mysterious love of thine. 

5 Manasseh, tdo, through sovereign grace, 
Was not in satan's den to die ; 

But in this crown to fill his place, 
To raise the Saviour's triumphs high. 

6 There David shines without a stain ; * 
Uriah's hlood can ne'er he known ; 
For like a null-stone in the main, 

Are all his black transgressions thrown. 

7 Rahab, the harlot, loved by thee. 
Shall never sink to Tophet's flame ; 
When Jesus suffered on the tree, 
The book of life contain'd her name. 

8 The dying thief, behold him too, 
Design'd his temples to adorn, 
A pearl of no inferior hue, 

Though from the gloomy gibbet torn. . 

9 Nor is the diadem complete, 
Till rebel Jonah shines therein, 
Welcomed by Jesus to his seat, 
Borne from the depths of hell and sin. 

10 ]^o absent sons, nor vacant thrones. 
Shall e'er be seen when CVvtVbX. v^'^^oiu^^ 
He'll have the purchase oi\a% ^toMv^^ 
Yet £rom the wheat remove tide \»x«^. 
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11 Then stiall mj soul, in that great day. 
Arise to life ukl joys divine ; 
And shine when worlds are fled awmj» 
In that bright coronet of thine« 

HYMN CLXXI. sETEiTf, 
. Gratitude. 

1 NOW to grace, as debtors we. 
Spared another year to see, 
Mercies pass'd would still review ; 
God hath help'd us hitherto. 

2 When the slaves of sin we lay. 
Thou in love didst us survey; 
This we now recall to view : 
God hath help'd us hitherto. 

8 In temptation's hottest day, 

On the mount, or through the sea. 
We have found thy promise true : 
God ha,th help'd us hitherto, 

4 In the depths of fear and sin. 
Thou hast Israel's refuge been ; 
Walls of flame, when foes pursue : 
God hath help'd us hitherto. 

6 Oft by Zion's foes annoy 'd, 
Oft cast down but not destroy'd ; 
Still to grace the praise is due : 
God ha^ help'd us hitherto. 

6 'Wake, my soul, thy God to praise, 
liaise thy Ebeiiezei, t«i"&e \ 
Write thereon (^i\\y feax^ iox^^o^ \ 

. God hath help'd vuii \\WWtV.o. 
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7 When our sins deserved thy rod. 
Thee we found a peaceful God; 
Lord, thy visits now renew. 
Thou hast help'd us hitherto. 

8 Toss'd with tempests we have heen, 
In the deep thy footsteps seen ; 
Sorrows, sins, temptations through, 
Gkkl hath help'd us hitherto. 

9 God of love, forgive the sin ; 
We have long ungrateful been ; 

< Now thy name and love to praise, 
• Stones of help, and songs we raise. 

HYMN CLXXII. L. M. 

Everldsting Love ; or God's Thoughts of Peace 

towards Zion, 

1 OF GU>d*s great love, ere time began, 
His thoughts of peace to- rebel man, 
Let Zion sing, nor e*er refrain 

To aid the sweet immortal strain. 

2 His sons elect he knows them well« 
Nor less beloved when Adam fell ; 
Boupd in life's bundle, eall'd his own. 
As sons of peace, to him foreknown* 

3 Then, O believer, cease to mourn, 
Return unto thy rest, return ; 
Indulge no more thy grief and woe. 
His thoughts of peace eternal flow. 

4 For' thee salvation finished stands 
•Wrought by thy Surety's bleedvev^ ^mAa \ 
He vanqimk'd sin, deat\^ \ie\\^ «XL<i\BN| \ 

Hifi thoughts of peace no ixiea»\»tf:;VckSs« 
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5 When in thy blood he saw thee lie. 
He bid thee live and pass'd thee hj ^ 
Bound up thy wounds, that all might 
His thoughts how peaceful then to diee. 

6 When rebels found against his laws. 
Haters of God, his name and cause. 
Yet even then his grace so free, 

His thoi^ts were thoughts of peace to thee« 

7 When Jonah from his presence fled, 
He smote his gourd, but not his head ! 
From hell's dark womb, his love to shew^ 
His thoughts of peace the rebel drew* 

8 Should Zion's foes thy heart appal. 
Should deep to deep incessant call, 
No foes nor fears thy soul shall mar, 
His thoughts of peace thy bulwarks 'are« 

9 Sins present, past, or sins to be. 
Shall never rend thy God from thee ; 
'Graved on his hands he reads thy name^ 
His thoughts of peace are walls of flame, 

10 But should thy feet to error slide. 
From thee my God his face may hide ; 
Yet ne'er to hell will he thee cast. 
His thoughts of peace for ever last. 

1 1 'Wake, then, my soul, thy God to praise. 
In all thy sweetest, noblest lays ; 

No seraph's song shall rival thine, 
A sinner saved by grace divine. 

HYMN CLXXIII. SEVENS, 
TAe WeUs of Salvation.-— Isaiah, xii. 8, 
] WATER from aa\va.^oxC\^^^%, 
Thirsty siniveT, come wl^ ^vr* 
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Grace in Jesu's fulness dwellsy 
More than men or angels ImoWi 

2 Hid in God the fount supreme, 

Till the day that Adam fell, 

Then the first all-healing stream. 

Watered £den*s garden well. 

3 Love's the fountain whence it rose, 

Who its height or depth can tell t 
Christ the channel where it flows, 
0*er the banks of sin to swell* 

4 Far and wide the healing flood. 

O'er the sin-curs'd Eden ran, 
Preaching peace by Jesu's blood, 
Blissful sound to rebel man* 

5 Thousands now aroux^ the throne 

Water fh)m this fountain drew, 
Felt their grief and' sorrow gone, 
Sung his praise, and so should you. 

6 Bring your empty vessels nigh, 

Cups or flagons, great or smaU, 
To the brim in rich supply. 
Love eternal fills them all. 

7 Bring no money, price, or aught, 

Deeds of alms, or pleasing frames, 
Mercy never can be bought, 

Grace is free, and all's the Lamb's. 

HYMN CLXXIV. c. m. 

IsraeVs Safety in Egypt, typical of the Safety ^f 

the Saints in Christ, 

1 TO make Jehovah's terrpi ^LXLO^^im^ 
And lift hk n|)me on bigb.. 
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A midnight angel from his throne/ 
Muit down to Egypt fly. 

2 Israel, the race beloved by God, 

And his peculiar care, 
Who groaned beneath the oppressor's rod. 
In bondage sojoum'd there. 

3 Commissioned thus, in haste he flies, 

To strike the dreadful blow ; 
When o'er the door with wondering eyes. 
The peaceful sign he saw. 

4 *Twas blood, but not so rich and free 

As that which Jesus shed, 
When on the cross, my soul for thee. 
In death he bow*d hb head. 

5 This wondrous blood shall Israel plead. 

When bending at thy throne ; 
Nor wrath nor curse, nor terror dread ; 
But claim thee as their own. 

6 Hail ! favoured race, redeem'd by blood, 

From condenmation fr^e ; 
Nor hell, nor sin, nor fire, nor flood, 
Shall eyet injure thee. 

7 But dbelter'd from his vengeful ire. 

In safety thou shalt dwell. 
Secure when worlds depart on fire. 
And wrath, like mountains swell. 

8 At thy right hand, when this takes place. 

May I be found to be ; 
A trophy to aJl-conqufttm^ ^w.^\ 
A sinner saved \>y iiiee. 
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HYMN CLXXV. p. m. 

The Trial of Faith. 

1 JEHOVAH hath said, 
'Tis left on record, 

" The righteous are one 

" With Jesus the Lord ;'* 
At all times he loves them, 

'Twas for them he died ; 
Yet oft times he proves them, 

For grace must be tried. 

2 When faint in the way. 
Or lifeless and cold. 
Or sunk in dismay. 
And none to uphold ; 

Yet firm to his promise 
Thy God shall abide ; 

But grace, though the smallest, 
Shall surely be tried. 

3 Temptations and sins 
In legions shall rise. 
As thorns in thy side, 
Or pricks in thine eyes : 

And oft to thy sorrow^ 
His face he shall hide, 

For Grod hath determined 
His grace shall be tried. 

4 With him, on the mount, 
To-day thou shalt be, 
Indulged by the Lord, 

His gU>ry to see ; 



182 

There he may caress thee, 
And caU thee his bride ; 

Yet grace, ^ough he blein thee. 
Shall surely be tried. 

5 The tempest shaU blow, 
The billows dball swell, 
Thy sohI Ml of woe, 
Shall |>ass as through hell ; 

And all this to prove thee. 
To stain thy etiiis'd pride ; 

Yet still he shiA love thee. 
But grace must be tried. 

6 Hell ne'er thee foresake, 
But surely perform 

His word, &ough he take 

His way in the storm ; 
Yea, oft in the clouds of 

Dejection he'll ride, 
For he hath determined 

His grace shall be tried. 

7 Hell caiise thee to bring 
Thy griefis to his throne, 
But answers <^p^ace 
To thee ^fiall sehdf nc^e ; 

Then sorrow ahd sadikess 
Thy heait shall divide ; 

Because he's detennihed 
His grace shall be tried. 

8 As gold from the flame, 
He'll brmg ^ee ^t \aat^ 
To praise \dm tot «J^ 
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Then love ev^astjug 
Thy grioft phAll ropay, 

And God, froQA tfauie eyes, ^pe 
All 8(mt)W8 i^wfiy. 



HYMN CLXXVI. F. X. 

The same. 

1 GREAT Fountain of Grace, 

Which none can explorCj 

Thou Ancient of Days, 

Whom seraphs adore. 
In Jesus behold us, 

To thee wje draw nigb, 
** In him,** thou hast told us, 

" Thy wants 1*11 supply. 

3 '' Then wherefore dismay'd 

*' Should Zion appear, 

" Or doubt of my aid, 

** My goodness and care ? 
" The promise is weighty, 

'' But faithfld am I, 
** JehoYah Almighty, 

** Thy wants to supply. 

3 '' I've call'd thee by grace, 
** And seal'd thee my own, 
** Was curs'd in thy place, 
** Thy sin to atone ; 

** The tempest may toss thee 
" Till ready to die, 
Yet grace, though I etona &Ae« 
Tbjr wants ahfH wxpf^* 



44 
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4 " The brook in the way, 
"I'll give thee to taste ; 
** In darkness or day, 

" Thou shalt not make haste ; 
" When Satan shall sifl thee, 

" Thy God shall be nigh, 
" His grace shall uplift thee, 

" And be thy supply, 

5 " My Spirit shall guide 

" The way thou shalt tread ; 

"1*11 give thee, beside, 

" Thy water and bread ; 
" In conflicts I'll shield thee 

" When dangers shall fly, 
" And grace then shall yield thee 

" Abundant supply. 

6 " The furnace, though hot, 
" Thy sonship shall prove, 
" Who stand in their lot, 

" Are sons of my love ; 
" If need be, I purge them 

" By flre, and for why ? 
" That grace when I scourge them 

" Their wants may supply, 

7 "To work for their good 

" All things shall conspire, 

" Though oft in the flood, 

" Or passing the fire : 
" In dark dispensations 

" Their light \nSV 1 b^, 
** For in trib\ila\\OTi% 
** They ^lority me:' 
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HYMN CLXXVII. bxtjevs* 

Grace triumphant ; or, Sinners led to the Blood of 

Sprinkling, 

1 SONS of peace, redeem'd by blood, 
Raise your songs to Zion*s God ; 
Made from condemnation free, 
Grace triumphant sing with me. 

2 Calv'ry's summit let us trace. 

View the heights and depths of grac^ ; 
Count the purple drops, and say, 
Thus my sins were borne away. 

3 Now no more his wrath we dread, 
Vengeance smote our Surety's head. 
Justice now demands no more, 

He hath paid the dreadful score. 

4 Sunk, as in the shoreless flood, 
Lost, as in a Saviour's blood, 
Zion, O I how bless'd art thou. 
Justified from all things now. 

5 Once, in vain, this peace we sought 
From the law, but found it not ; 
We at length to caly'ry came, 
Fill'd with sorrow, guUt, and ^ame. 

6 Here we stood at peace with heav'n, 
Foimd the sweets of sins forgiy'n ; 
Wept as pardon'd sinners do. 

Felt the blood of sprinkling too. 

7 Here we saw the curse remov'd, 
Sin condemn'd, and sinners loy'd x 
O ! how sweet to feel the saxae, 

Paaamg tribulation's flame. 

R 3 
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8 Will our God this peace reveal, 
When our hearts and flesh shall fa3 ; 
Then we'll sing in Jordan's flood, 
Sweet's the peace that's seal'd by blood. 

HYMN CLXXVIII. c. m. 

The Virtue of the Blood of the Covenant * ; or, the 
sending forth Prisoners, 

1 TO Zion God the Father spoke : 

Sweet words of peace they be, 
" Justice thy Surety's head hath broke ; 
"I've sent thy pris'ners free. 

2 " I sent them forth, ere time begun, 

" In love eternal mine, 
** Ere light deriving from the sun, 
" I bade the planets shine, 

3 " I sent t^em forth from nature's sleep, 

" When grace assail'd their ear ; 
** For they were then my chosen sheep, 
" And to their Shepherd dear, 

4 "I sent them forth from Sinai's law 

" When Jesus bled for them ; 

"Its curses they shall never know, 

"J'or justice can't condemn. 

5 " I sent them forth, and seal'd them mine, 

" In that auspicious day, 
" ^Vhen from their heart, with blood divine, 
" I took their sins away. 

* Thr celebrated Mr, Hervey is of opinion that the words, 
/?// ///f blood of thy covenant ^ i\\u%l\ie wiv^et%\ood of God the 
lather s/>eaking (not to Christ, as most ^VsVcvcs >mv^w«\*sn!1 
"^Ulia as spoken directly to tV C\vwtc\u SceVu* liv»\ft|,wu 
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6 *' Stable my coy'nant and decree, 

" I've sent them forth therein ; 
" A chosen race reserved to me, 
** Beloved when dead in sin. 

7 '* To thee I spak^, my word shall stand 

*' When thunder shakes the skies ; 
" For thou art 'graven on my hand, 
" And on my heart likewise." 

HYMN CLXXIX. l. m. 

On opening a Place for social Prayer, 

1 GREAT Source of Light, without a shade, 
Who hast in love this promise made, 

" Where'er I find a praying few, 

" With them I'll meet and bless them too," 

2 Thy presence, Lord, made Salem bless'd, 
'Twas call'd thy sacred place of rest ; 
And when thy glory here we see, 

As Salem was, this house shall be. 

3 Here let our pray'rs like incense rise, 
Of sweet perfume towards the skies ; 
Our converse bless, from care set free, 
While we in spirit worship thee. 

4 Here to each other we'll reveal 
The sorrows and the joys we feel ; 
And walk in love in wisdom's way, 
As children of the light and day. 

5 Let not the wolf thy fold surprise, 
Nor fruitless, vain contentions ns^ \ 
Thy guardian wings arouudxx^ «^Te^^ 

And feed' us with thy cYiMtexL^X^xe^* 
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6 Where thou shalt deign to show thj fiuse, 
^midst the subjects of thy grace. 
The meanest house at once shall be 
A temple sanctified bj thee. 

7 Trim thou our lamps, or else thej die. 
The languid flame with oil supply ; 
Then at the midnight summons we 
Shall enter in and sup with thee. 

8 Our kinsman thou, in ties of blood, 
Our Peace, our Rest, our Heav'n, our God ; 
In whom we stand, from sin made free. 
Accepted, bless'd, and loy'd in thee. 

HYMN CLXXX. l. m. 
In-dwelling Sin ; or, the Canaanite stiU in the Land. 

1 THE Canaanite still in the land. 
To harass, perplex, and dismay^ 
Brought Israel of old at a standi 
For Anak was stronger than they ; 
What God had design'd they possess'd, 
Supported and kept by his hand, 
Yet, lest on their lees they should rest, 
The Canaanite dwelt in the land. 

2 Tis thus with the Israel on earth, 
Who groan with a body of sin. 
Partake of a spiritual birth. 
The work of God's Spirit within ; 
To-day with a taste of his love 

Jehovah their souls shall expand, 
2b-jnorrow he'll give tlaein U> ^toN^ 
^ The Canaanite still in tYit \a2cA% ^ 
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3 Corruptions like vapours shall rise, 
Light, love, and delight shall be gone, 
The sun shall be dark in the skies, 
And hell with its legions come on ; 
Yet all things shall work for their good, 
Afflictions, temptations, or pain ; 

And still through the Lamb and his blood, 
Their cause they shall ever maintain. 

4 Like Gad, by a troop overcome. 
They fall through the workings of sin, 
Yet glory they not in their shame, 
But mourn their defilement within ; 
On Zion's bright summit above, 
Victorious at last they shall stand. 
Though now for a season they prove 
The Canaanite still in the land. 

5 A thorn in the flesh they shall have, 
Their roving affections to win, ^ 
To teach them how Jesus can save. 
And show them the depth of their sin ; 
Yea, down to the Jordan of death. 

His foes shall the christian withstand. 
And feel, when resigning^ his breath, 
The Canaanite still in the land. 

6 To them he his oath shall ftQfil, 
A poor little faint-hearted band. 
For *tis of their Father's good will 
The Canaanite dwells in ^e land ; 
Their place of repose is on high, 
No Canaanite enters therein, 

To dnnk of the rivers oi p^^ 
Remote from the Teg^cm!^ oi v^« 
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HYMN CLXXXI. p. m. 

The Marriage of the Lamb. 

1 NOW for a shout to our own God^ 
Who bought his Church with his own blood, 

And will his dear-bought light mAinfftin ; 
Soon shall that voice dispel our gloom. 
The marriage of the Lamb is come, 

To crown his bride, with him to reign. 

2 Then shall the church, the Lamb's own bride, 
Both crown*d and seated by his side. 

Outshine the sun's meridian day ; 
While Jesus, smiling at the sight. 
Shall then, with a supreme delight. 

The travail of his soul survey. 

3 Then shall the bright angelic crowd. 
Who firm in their first station stood. 

Afresh, their preservation view ; 
" Our keeping grace," they cry, " we own 
" From him that sits upon the throne, 

" And join to praise the Lamb, with you.'* 

4 Then all, as many waters, lou4. 
In praise of the incarnate God, 

Shall fill heav'n's vast immensity ; 
Redeeming love shall swell the song, 
While endless ages roll along. 

And then begin eternity. 

5 Jesus shall soon collect his sheep, 
And^ when collected, safely keep ; 

Omnipotence preserves secure ; 
Each feeble soul, by him enroll'd. 
Under one Shepherd, Va oiikB i^Afii, I 

Shut in, they Bhatt gp aatT» umto* \ 
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6 JesUB att^d before tre pait, 

Be tliift the kftgoag^ 6t eaeb hettrt. 

For that immortal song prepare ; 
Let us thy grel&t salTation know* 
And, if we meet no more below, 

Grrant us a happy meeting thm. 

The author of the above hymn was the Rev. Andrew 
Kestle, of Mevagissey i 1 heHeve it to be an orinnal, as I 
cannot find it in Ms hjrmn book^ nor in any other of his 
writings. The oopy I wrote it from was so much worn, that 
I was obliged to introduce whole lines in several places, to 
make the setee oomplete. 

JltMN CLXXXII. e. a. 
Walking with God. 

1 AMONGST the list of worthies foimd, 

Redeem'd by Jesu's blood, 
Stands Enoch's name, a saint renown*d. 
Who wa&^'d on earth ^tith Grod. 

2 Sweet was his converse with tJie Lamb, 

Ere he the Wkie-predd tt6d \ 
By faith he saw I3ie victim flaaato. 
And humbly i^iStd Ifith God. 

3 When mgiifi di^ mantle veiled ike ddes, 

At peace with hes^r'n' Ive H^o^Ay 
And when he ^afw &e iilbi^^g Hdei 
^6 ]f6Be t<y irm idm Gbd. 

4 His heart, though: once a i^ve f6 sin, 

Was spi^iiiited d'et ifith blood ; 

As all the race redeem'd have beeui 

Who walk'd on earth with God* 

5 This good old way, thtow^ acss*tfe\^ ^g»»^ 

To hoary hairs he txod» 
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And held communion face to face« 
He walk'd and talk*d witli God. 

6 His end was peace, yet ere he reach'd 

The bright prepared abode, 
The holy sage of judgment preach'd 
And walked by £aidi with Qod, 

7 Be this the portion of my soul, 

While earth^s my dark abode : 
Should thrones or empires rise or &11, 
May I still walk with God. 

8 Be this my motto, Lord, through grace, 

A sinner saved by blood, 
Who did his hopes on Jesus place, 
And walk*d by faith with God. 

HYMN CLXXXIII. p. m. 

Salvation* s of the Lord. 

1 SALVATION'S a scheme 
That's worthy of him. 

Who bled on Mount Calv'ry, his bride to redeem. 

2 Salvation's of grace 
For all the lost race. 

Whose names in the roll of election have place. 

3 Salvation's of God, 
And flows through the blood 

Of him that for sinners the wine-press has trod. 

4 Salvation ! 'tis free, 
'Twas wrought on the tree, 

For all who to Jesus for refuge shall flee. 

5 Salvation standa ^BLSt^ 

Sins present and ^t I 

Are into the sea of obU^ion ^ ^^^* 
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6 Salvation profound, 

O ! where is thy bound ? [can sound 1 
Thy heights who can measure, thy depth who 

7 Salvation, from hell, 
The tidings O tell, 

Jehovah, 'tis written, with mortals will dwell. 

8 Salvation, the name 
My soul doth inflame ; 

Truth, justice, and mercy unite in the Lamb. 

9 Salvation from sin, 
And wrath's horrid din, 

Since Jesus th^ holy of holies went in, 

10 Salvation's the song 
Simg by the bright throng. 

While ages eternal roll sweetly ^ong. 

11 Salvation we sing 
To Jesus our king. 

Who safe home to glory his chosen shall bring. 

12 Salvation, 'tis mine, 
Be praises divine 

And glory, dear Jesus, eternally thine. 

HYMN CLXXXIV. l. m. 

The Covenant of Peace, 

1 WITH Jesus, the Fountain of Grace, 
Whom God for a covenant gave, 
A glorious transaction took place, 
That Israel redemption might have. 
Jehovah, the great Three in One, 
The cov'nant did seal and agree ^ 
That Jesus for sin should alone^ 
And peace upon Israel ahdiW^e. 



I 
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2 This building of itaercy was pittn'd 
Ere Adam from Eden was drore ; 
The council of Qod it shall stand. 
Nor aught make a breach in bis love : 
Though man by transgression did ftdl, 
His sin he atoned on the*tree, 
Drank up all the wormwood and gall, 
That peace upon Israel might be. 

3 Peace, seal'd ob the conscience with blood. 
Revealing the pardon of sin ; 

Peace, when like a wide-spreading flood. 
The tempter widi rage shall come in ; 
Peace, when the huge hUls shall retire. 
And sink in the depth of the sea^ 
Or when the creation's on fire, 
Still peace upon Israel shall be. 

4 When wrath upon Egypt must fall. 
Destruction his door shall pass by ; 
No horrors his heart shall appal. 
His hope and his record's on high : 
The blood that hath sprinkled his heaft^ 
From all condemnation sets free ! 

It bids the destroyer depart, 
For peace upon Israel shi^ be. 

5 When sick or tormented with pain, 
Or tempted, or sorely distress'd, 
Thy head his own arm shall sustain. 
He'll cause thee to lie on his breast ; 
His blood that thy rans(Hn procured, 
A token of peace is to thee ; 
Then rest, O beAie^et^ aaswt^ 
That peace upon IwMtV ftV^ >aft% 
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6 Aad when Ae foless'd period takes (dace, 

To sever the sovd fiom the clod. 
Hit hopes on the Lanb he shall place. 

And die in the anns of his God ; 
Then »wift as the lig)it he shall spar« 

His s]|i-bearing Sariri^ur to see, 
To sorrow or suOer no mom. 

For pe^e wpon Israel sfiall be. 

HYMN CLXXXy. p. h. 

Exaltatian of God. 

1 'TIS Jesus I sing, and salvation by grace, 

How sweet and delightM the theme ; 
Come, siimers, no longer to sorrow give place, 
But ascribe all the glory to him. 

2 In him, as the Father's eterqal delight, 

Jehovah the Great and Supreme, 
The saints without blemish appear in his sight, 
The perfection of beauty in him. 

3 He saw them in Adam all sunk in disgrace, 

Exposed unto vengeance extreme ; 
Yet wonder, O Heavens, so great wa^hi^ grace, 
He sent them redemption in him. 

4 As vessels of mercy he set them i^>axtt 

Anon to be fiU'd to the brim ; 
They were grav^Q in love one and all on his heart, 
Ajid chose to salvaticm in him* 

5 When Death he had vanquiah'd and spoll'd all 

Mysterious howe'er it may seem, {his Coe^^ 
With him from the tomb aU U\b xaexob^^^^^^^ 
And ascended to glory with \aca. 
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6 Wheme'er at his throne your petitiong ye fiame, 

Jehovah the Great and Supreme, 
Let each to the Father, go up in his name. 
For the blessing conies always in him. 

7 Thy hopes they may waver, thy joys may decay 

And thy faith become feeble and dim ; 
But the weakest believer shall hold on his way, 
And be more than victorious in him. 



HYMN CLXXXVI. l. m. 

The Good Samaritan^ 

1 THAT sinners might never forget 

The kindness of Jesus the Lord, 
The man who by thieves was beset. 

Appears to be left on record ; 
In him a fair type I behold, 

How hopeless and helpless was I, 
When he that prediction foretold, 

The Surety for strangers pass'd by. 

2 'Twas Jesus, the Fountain of Grace, 

Whose words life eternal convey. 
Beheld my deplorable case 

When faint and sore wounded I lay ; 
On love everlasting he came, 

The just for the unjust to die ; 
Physician of Souls is his name : 

The Priest and the Levite pass'd by. 

3 My groaning they heard as they pass'd, 

For great was the depth of my woe, 
They told me for dea.l\v \ \?^ ^^\.^ 
And Mosea no nvwc-j eo\j\^ ^ow \ 
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That heart-rending sentence ihey read, 
'' The soul that transgretseth shall die,*' 

But Jesus, my Surety, hath bled : 
The Priest and the heyke pass'd by 

4 To bind up the wounded he came. 

As. well as the captive to free, 
Sustained all my curse and my i^ame, 

My soul's good Samaritan he ; 
From glory, his bride to redeem. 

Now pinion'd with love did he fly, 
No friend hath the sinner like him : 

The Priest and the Levite pass'd by* 

5 Physicians would fain make me whol6. 

But proved of no value to me ; 
For mine was a wound in my soul, 

A deep-rooted heart malady. 
But he by whose stripes we are heal'd, 

To save from destruction drew nigh, 
My name on his hand he reveal'd : 

The Priest and the Levite pass'd by. 

6 With love in his looks he declared, 

'* I see the sad plight thou art in ; 
'* But I have a cordial prepared, 

To heal all the woimds of thy sin ; 
My blood, that thy ransom hath paid, 
'* Shall surely thy wants all supply ; 
I come to afford thee my aid :" 
^e Priest and the Levite pass'd by* 

7 O Love, that surpasses all thought, 

What wonders in tliee v^e ^x^^i^^ 
Ten thousand-fold sins are ioT^oX^ 
And shall be rcniexxibex^dL wo Twsft^'=» 

s 3 






\ 
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To ihee and the praise of thy grace, 
Sweet Jesus, I'll sing till I die ; 

'Twas thou that didst pity my case : 
The Priest and the Levite pass'd by. 



HYMN CLXXXVII- c. m. 

The Safety of the Saints, 

1 AROUND a saint who fear'd his name. 

With whom the devil strove, 
Jehovah fix'd a wall of flame. 
And hedged him up with love. 

2 'Twas fix*d by God, and o'er the brake 

No fiend of hell could flee ; 

'Twas deep as the infernal lake. 

And high as God's decree. 

3 From everlasting Love's embrace, 

Nor hell nor sin could tear, 
For God had hedged him round with grace. 
Deep as his councils are. 

4 In vain the tempter summon'd all 

His black infernal crew, 
They ne'er could cause this fence to fall. 
Or force a passage through. 

5 Fruitless and vain his efforts prove. 

He here no mine could spring ; 
His darts by God were dipp'd in love, 
And blunted on the wing, 

6* Like him, out refuge is the same, 
In safety we a\)\de \ 
[With walls of evet\as\:vcv^ ^wi^^ 
Hedged Tound on eVn ^^^^* 
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7 Hedged in by God's tremendous name, 

Believer, cease thy fears ; 
Ten thousand chariots, all of flame, 
Thy God for thee prepares. 

8 Not more secure that favoured few 

Who o'er the deluge rode, 

For what shall ever injure you. 

Ye hedged-about by God ? 

9 At ev*ry time, in ev*ry place. 

In ss^eguard thou shalt be. 
For God hath flx'd a wall of grace, 
Betwixt thy foes and thee. 

HYMN CLXXXVIII. l. m. 
Contemplating the Beauties of Jesus, 

1 JESUS, in thee, my soul's delight. 
What matchless beauties tempt my sight ; 
Compared with thee, the solar ray 

In shades and darkness dies away. 

2 Thou art my rock and refuge too. 
My hiding place when foes pursue ; 
My sun, my shield, my tower strong, 
My sweetest note in ev'ry song. 

3 Thou art the prize to which I press, 
My wisdom and my righteousness ; 
My Surety, bound my debts to pay ; 
My light, my life, my love, my way. 

4 My advocate before the throne. 
My stable base, my coxrvet ^\.ow^ \ 

My anchor sure wben stoTXiv% «rvvb>^ 
My bread descending Itoxa ^\^ ^^^^- 
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5 Thou art my peac^ amidst the diH 
Of horrid war 'twi^Et grace and nn ; 
My pilot wise, to guide my way 
In safety o*er life's troubled sea. 

6 My ransom thou, when Adam's &U 
In guilt and ruin deluged all ; 

My tree of life, whose leaves have been 
A balm to heal the wounds of sin* 

7 My fountain opened every day 
To take the stains of sin away, 
Of sov'reign rich atoning blood ; 

In this my soul draws nigh to God. . 

8 While life endures, and breath remains. 
In pimgent sorrows, joys, or pains. 
Still let my song thy love proclaim, 
And tell the wonders of thy nam«. 

HYMN CLXXXIX. c. m. 

The Sufficiency of Grace. 

1 'TIS Jesus speaks, the sinner's firiend 

Dejected saint, to-day ; 
Lift up thy head, nor downward bend. 
But sing thy fears away. 

2 Why dost thou, like the turtle, grieve ? 

Cast all thy cares on me ; 
My grace sufficient is, believe, 
In ev'ry state for thee. 

3 5u^cient to maintain the fight 

With hell's mfexua\ cie;^ \ 
Sufficient in the darkest m^X. 
Of soul desertion too. 
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4 Sufficient ev*ry wound to heal, 

From guilt's eiivenom'd sting, 
To make thee im the gloomy vale 
Of death, triumphant sing. 

5 Sufficient ev'ry cross to bear 

That to thy lot shall fall ; 
To silence ev'ry rising fear, 
When sorrows sink thy soul, 

6 Sufficient *tis when lust within 

Would tempt thy feet to stray ; 
Sufficient from the paths of sin, 
With thorns to hedge thy way. 

7 Sufficient is my grace to cheer 

Thy sick or dying bed, 
Or when thy gourds, like Jonah's, are 
All blasted o'er thy head. 

8 To guard thee from ten thousand ills, 

And make thy standing sure, 

Sufficient are my shalls and wiUs, 

That ihust and shall endure. 

9 At ev'ry time, in ev'ry place, 

In ss^eguard thou shalt be, 
And find my everlasting grace 
Sufficient still for thee. 

1 Jesus, assist us to believe. 
For slow of heart are we^ 
Grace from thy fulness to te^evs^^ 
And thus to honour Wie^» 
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HYMN CXC. SEVENS. 
Declare his Doings among the People, 

1 RANSOM'D sinners, Jesus praise, 
Sing in sweet harmonious lays ; 
Dyinfi: love, from old and younfi: 
Nriemailds a cheerful B^ng.* 

2 In the cov'nant from of old 

Let your songs his deeds unfold : 
He was with his Father then, 
His delights, the sons of men. 

3 Head elect of all the race, 
Sinners lost, yet saved by grace ; 
Surety, bound their debts to pay, 
Sing his deeds in heav'nly lay. 

4 Tell, how in the types he ble4« 
Lovely Lamb to slaughter led ; 
O'er his head, in days of old, 

All your numerous sins were told, 

5 Tell the deeds his love hath wrought ; 
Deeds surpassing seraphs' thought ; 
How he laid his glory by. 

Took our flesh to bleed and die« 

6 Bom the law's tremendous curse 
To sustain, he bled for us : 
Trophies to his grace are we ; 
Sing his doings on the tree. 

7 Of his glorious dying teU, 
When he crush'd the hosts of hell, 

^^ound the strong, and U)oV V)Iev(& v"^^^^ 
^■m hia people*B sina wv^* 
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8 Tell how hO) before oor Ood, 
Pleads ihe merits of his blood, 
Nail-pierced hands and thomj cfown, 
Send the promised Spirit down* 

9 Now we find access to Ood 
Through his righteousness and blood ; 
Saints, yotir loud hosannas sing, 
Shout the doings of your King. 

10 Lord, accept our humble praise, 
Till, in sweeter, nobler lays 
We, with all redeemed from hell. 
Round the throne thy wonders tell. 

HYMN CXCI. p. K. 

The Gospel Feast. 

1 FOR sinners, Jehovah, eternally bless'd. 
Hath a feast made in Zion, of dainties the best. 
The ffuests he invites are the lame and the blind, 
His fallings are Idll'd, and his wines well refin*d« 

2 Think not by your doings yourselves to prepare. 
To render thee meet in its blessings to shiure ; 
There's nothing required tof ^ tovd to come in 
But a sense of your poverty, hunger, and sin. 

3 Ye sdf-ruiik'd sinners of Adam's lost race, 
Thriott welcome are ye tho' m rags and disgrtee ! 
Here's wine in abundance, refined on the lees. 
No worldlix^ can boast of such dainties as theses 

4 Here's l^e-giving manna that came firdfn the ddn^ 
Rejected by sinners, the pradscA.^ vcA^^^i^fli^N 
Hejre's clusters, the Uke ne^et ycl^«c^S»» ^©J^ 

For sinners the vilest, anflt ^V^ t»cA. ^«^ ^^s^^ 
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5 Ye ruffians may come, though your handB reel 

with blood, 
There's nothing too hard for the grace of ou 

God; 
Ye Magdalen harlots are welcome to-day^ 
With Jesus to banquet, he'll ne'er cast away. 

6 Why stand at a distance ? come here and par 

take, 
Nor ifsy butSf and may he*s presume still to make 
The feast is so free as no words can unfold, 
By angels or men the one half was ne'er told. 

7 The promises all are in Jesus, amen, 
Made o'er in the gospel again and again ; 
Design'd as a soul-cheering banquet to be, 
Jehovah hath spoke them, and faiths is he. 

8 Thus God, the great Founder, all praise to hi 

name, 
And Jesus Jehovah, for ever the same. 
The poor shall replenish, his grace to display, 
And send with a frown the rich empty away. 

HYMN CXCII. p. M. 
The Immutability of the Love of Jesus. 

1 COME, sinners, and singln a sweet song of praise 
Salvation to Jesus, the Ancient of Da3rs, 
Whose love to his chosen, all praise to his name 
Is to all, and through all, for ever the same. 

2 The same when set up in Jehovah's decree. 
Before he created the earth and the sea ; 
The same in his pur^^) ^hich nothing ca 

more ; 

same in his coxmcW, VSci^ ^m^\sOK«.\w 
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3 The same in the covenant, behold how he stands, 
Engaged to pay justice and law its demands ; 
The same on the cross, when he vanquish'd his 

foes, 
The same when triumphant from death he arose. 

4 The same when he saw thee an infant forlorn, 
Cast out in thy blood on the day thou wast born : 
The same when he clothed thee in spotless array. 
And cast all thy sins in the depth of the sea. 

5 The same when a rebel, at war with thy Lord, 
Who would not submit to his sceptre or sword ; 
The same when brought home as a trophy Qf 

grace, 
The crown on the head of the Saviour to place. 

6 The same when in darkness as when thou canst 

see 
His heart overflowing with love unto thea; 
The same when a captive or sold under sin. 
The worst of all states that thy soul can be in. 

7 The same at the banquet, whenlie o'er thy head 
His banner of love everlasting shall spread ; 
The same when thy sonship he proves with a rod, 
For though he chastise thee, he still is thy God. 

8 The same when the promise thou canst not be- 

lieve. 
The same in the furnace, the same in the sieve ; 
The same when the tempter comes inlike^^ciKA^ 
To quench all his darts in \ua ^e«A^-«^^^^Kixv% 

blood. 
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The same wU^n the Jordan of death tihoa ahalt 
ttead, 
Above all its billows to lift up thy head ; 
Then sing, O believer, give praise to his name; 
In life, dea&, or dying, he's Jesus the same. 

HYMN CXCIII. c. M. 

Jesu^s Love for his Bride. 

1 " MY love," saith Jesus to his bride, 

O ! sweet, endearing name ; 
** For thy salvation to provide^ 
'* On wings of love I eame. 

2 " My love, 'twas from the heights of bliss 

" To thy relief I flew, 
" Thy wisdom and thy lighteousnessj 
" And thy redemption too. 

S " My love, when in rebellion bold 
" Thou didst thy God defy, 
" My love, When wand'ring from the fold, 
** By blood I brought thee nigh. 

4 " My love, nor loathsome in my sight, 

" But near and dear to me, 
*' Or else my skirt of spotless white 
*' I ne'er had spread o'er thee. 

5 " My love when sick, taj love when well, 

** I call thee still my bride ; 
*' I did thy soul redeem from hell 
" When for thy sins I died. 

6 " My love, when on the mount I kiss 

" Thy Borxovra aSV tt^^'^ \ 
" My love, vrheti ^er^etvXEtWisA'^'t^'S&a 
" In tribulataLOiv'^ ^M* 
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7 *' My love, when I thj aoui eii^>M|c^ 

" And thee with kindnefs prown ; 
" My love, when I conceit my £BiQe» 
" And seem in ynn^ to firown* 

8 *' My love, when I thy fleece shall wet 

** With blessings from the sjky ; 
*' Nor think tht^t I my Ipve forget 
« Whene'er thy fleece is dry* 

** My love, when sin, 4eftth, h^t «ui P^> 
*' At once encompass thee s 
'' Upon my cross thy foes wer^ sUin, 
" By me, my love, by me," 

10 Dear Lamb, whilst we hi^ve life or brefith, 
We*ll sing this love of thii^^ : 
*Tis stronger than the pangs of de^. 
And sweeter far th^in wine. 

HYMN CXCIV- €• M. 
He hate^ putting away. 

1 LET Zion songs of triimiph sing. 

Let gladness crown the day ; 
Jehovah is her God and King, 
He hates to put away. 

2 Before his hands the skies had spread, 

Or form'd the earth or sea. 
In lovmg-kindness thus he said, 
I hate to put away. 

3 Prophets and saints to glory gcme. 

The self-same tr^th convey \ 
Hark ! how they ttxig Veftm ^^ ^xwfc^ 
He bates to put ttfray* 
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4 Th6 mountains from their seats may start 

And sink beneath the sea, 
But such th* afiections of his heart, 
He hates to put away. 

5 Grraved on his hands divinely fsdr, 

Who did her ransom pay, 
The golden letters still appear, 
He hates to put away. 

' 6 Backsliders who on husks have fed, 
And wander'd far astray, 
Return and taste the children's bread : 
He hates to put away. 

7 Think not that he'll thy suit reject, 

Or spurn thy humble plea. 
He hears the groans of his elect, 
And hates to put away. 

8 Though twice ten thousand fears should : 

Thy soul with sore dismay, 
Christ is the friend of sinners still. 
And hates to put away. 

i) For thy reception to provide. 
The fatten'd calf he'll slay. 
Because his own dear blood-bought bridi 
He hates to put away. 

10^ Should faith wax dim, and love grow col 
And hopes and joys decay : 
A sheep of love's eternal fold 
He hates to put away. 

1 1 When loathsome in thy sins and blood. 
He did thy stale svnTvey^ 
And for a StiangeT ^xxieV^ ^\»^A\ 
He hates ta p\xt wvj. 
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12 Should nature alter in her cgurse, 

And darkness turn to day, 
His love admits of no divorce ; 
He hates to put away. 

13 Salvation's of the Lord alone^ 

Grace is a shoreless sea» 
In heav*n there's ne'er a vacant throne ; 
He hates to put away. 

14 Jesus, all hail, we hless thy name, 

And cheerful homage pay. 
Who hore our sin, curse, guilt, and shame. 
And hates to put away. 

HYMN CXCV. p. M. 

The same* 

1 LET Zion rejoice, and exultingly sing 

An anthem of praise unto Jesus our King : [lay, 
Ye hlood-redeem'd sinners, come join the sweet 
For Jesus Jehovah hates putting away. 

2 In love everlasting betroth'd to his bride. 
This union eternal can ne'er be untied. 
Nor ever be broken, wax old, and decay ; 
For Jesus the Saviour hates putting away. 

3 When man by transgression from Eden was drove. 
This fair one he loved with immutable love, 
Tho' sin there abounded, yet grace bore the sway, 
For Jesus hates putting his fiur one away. 

4 When captive by Satan, all praises to Grod, 
Her ransom he paid with his owiv ^T^ws<a&Ww5^% 
Her sina were all sunk in \3[ie ^e^XJsx oS. ^^ ^*^^> 

And Love Everlasting Viatea i^xxXXixi^ «w^"3 • 

T a 
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5 Backslider from Jesus, on husks who have fed, 
Return and partake of the children's own bread ; 
Think not he'll reject thee or spurn at thy plea ; 
For Jesus hates putting backsliders away. 

6 Though Satan should urge " There's no pardon 

for you, 
For God to such rebels no mercy will shew," 
The Son haste to kiss, be your sins as they may ; 
For Jesus hates putting poor sinners away. 

7 When stretched on the cross with the spear in 

his side, 
His heart was still flaming with love for his bride, 
No torrents of wrath could its fervour allay ; 
For whom he loves once, he hates putting away. 

8 When bleeding to death as an infant she lies. 
And no one to pity her groans or her cries. 
In love he came down from the regions of day : 
Because his dear bride he hates putting away. 

9 When fond of her lovers she oft times hath been, 
He loved her no less tho' he loved not her sin ; 
But said, " If my love will the harlot still play, 
Correct her I must, but not put her away," 

1 Then sing unto Jesus, the Fountain of Grace, 
Ten thousand hosannas,ye blood-redeem'd race, 
Let loud acclamations of praise crown the day, 
For Jesus hates putting the vilest away. 

HYMN CXCVI. c. M. 

The Trial of Faith. 

1 TO Jesus once, with all her woe, 
A Gentile sitmet e^xfta\ 
To whom besides s\[io\iX^ «acaKt%. ^^\ 
Salvation'a VnVis mme- 
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2 Deaf to her cry, he seexn'd at first 

To turn his ear away ; 
But faith, though prostrate in the dust, 
Still urged her hiunble plea. 

3 Jesus at leng^ an answer gave, 

For at his feet she fell : 
" I*m only sent the sheep to savei 
*• The lost of Israel." 

4 Again the Mend of sinners said, 

(For tried her faith shall be) : 
*' 'Twas never meant the children's bread 
'* To cast to dogs like thee." 

5 ** Truth, Lord," she said, ** I own the name, 

" Yet mercy thou canst shew ; 
" Before thee I confess with shamei 
** I'm dog and devil too, 

6 ** But what's my sin to thy great grace, 

'* That cancels all the sum ; 
'* For thee there's ne'er too hard a case, 
** Past, present, nor to come. 

7 ** Thy promise made to dogs like xne, 

" Thou never canst deny ; 
" Therefore I'll life receive from thee, 
" Or at thy feet I'll die." 

8 Thus, till that faith his hands had wrought, 

From him the blessing gains : 
Like Abraham she stumbled not. 
And mountains simk to plains. 

HYMN CXCVII. SEVENS. 
The Testimony ofJesus^ the Spirit oj Ptw^Vv^^i^^ 

I JESUS, Heaven's aupxeme ^^^d&^ 
Now enthron'd in gVor^ >aT\^X.V 
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Fount of light, and love supreme. 
Every prophet's darling theme. 

2 Adam^ offspring of the dust. 
Saw him in the promise first ; 
Saw the tempter routed, spoiled, 
Ruin*d, and for ever fioil'd. 

3 Abel, through his blood and pain, 
Did with God acceptance gain ; 
While, from off the victim's cry, 
Faith to Jesus tum*d his eye. 

4 Twas with him, as we were told, 
Enoch walk'd in days of old. 
Saw him in the flaming skies, 
With his saints tp judgment rise. 

5 Moses in the bush on flame, 
Saw him, blessings on his name ! 
Good old Jacob did as well 

Of our Jesus long foretell. 

6 In his death, Isaiah saw 
Honours placed upon the law. 
Jots and tittles all obey'd. 
Every utmost ^thing paid. 

7 Daniel, e'er his weeks pass'd by. 
Saw the great Messiah die ; 
Justice, Mercy, Truth, and grace. 
Kiss with joy each other's face. 

8 David heard the chorus loud. 
Sung by all tiie aii^elie crowd ; 
Lift up, lift I \ie \ieat^ ^eov qx>j ^ 
O, ye gates, youi Yie^j^a o\i\j^^* 
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9 One beheld a fountain wide, 
Open*d in his sacred side ; 
Israel's sin to wash away, 
Deeper than th' unfstthomed sea. 

10 Paul proclum'd his bleeding cross, 
Counted all besides as dross ; 
John beheld his glory too, 
Sinners, full of grace for you. 

1 1 Thus on each prophetic tongue, 
Jesus was the sweetest song ; 
Saints, your loud hosannas raise, * 
Sing his everlasting praise« 

HYMN CXCVIII- *, M. 

Immutable Grace, 

1 COME, sinners, the Lord 

Mediator and bless. 
Whose* wants are beyond 

What your words can express ; 
To sorrow and sadness 

No longer give way. 
But bring your hard cases 

To Jesus to-day« 

2 Thy doubts may be many. 

Thy fears many more. 
Thy sins far exceeding 

The sands on the shore : 
Yet mighty his grace is 

Your wants to aupT^V^ \ 
With all your hard ca;&e^ 

To Jesus draw nigYi. 
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3 Bring all your hard questioii3, 

As onje did of old. 
And ask him in mercy 

The sum to unfold ; 
His oath and his promise 

He cannot deny ; 
To all your hard cases 

Hell speak by-and-by. 

4 Doth darkness surround thee ? 

And Grod hide his face ? 
Yet firm is his love and 

Immutable grace. 
Though faith should wax feeble. 

And love should grow cold. 
Bring all your hard cases, 

Leave nothing untold^ 

5 Should sin for a season 

Against thee prevail, 
And guilt like a vapour. 

The Saviour conceal, 
llie fountain is open 

Your guilt to remove ; 
Bring all your hard cases. 

For Jesus is love. 

6 The blood-redeem'd host that 

Are gone to the skies. 
Received from his fulness 

Of grace all supplies : 
Convinced that the creature 

No help QO\dd afford^ 
They tola tiheVt Vatd c«afc% 

To Jesus tloie liotd. 
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7 Like them, when in tronbley 

Td Jesus repair. 
His shoulders are able 

The burden to bear : 
The promise assures ye 

That all shall be weU, 
If once jour hard cases 

To Jesus ye tell. 

8 In him stiU beHeving, 

Whilst under the rod, 
And grace aU receiving, 

They glorified God ; 
Their crosses and losses 

To Jesus they show, 
And all their hard cases, 

The old and the new. 

9 His heart, all compassion, 

Redress'd all their woes. 
And silenced each heart*rending 

Solrrow that rose ; 
The grace was so mighty, 
. So large, and so long. 
That all their hard cases 

Were lost in a song. 

HYMN CXCIX. L. M. 

Justification. 

1 BEFORE the cov'nant angel's face. 

See Joshua stands in yile array ; 
Deep run in debt, a dreadful case. 
Unable one smajl^te to pay. 

2 Weighed id the bdiaxLce^ fomA \xm\l^^.^ 

He hides his feeds ^oi dfis^t t^"^! % 



« 
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Justice uplifts her sword to smite. 
But must the tremhling simier die ? 

3 Hear Jesus speak, while from his eyes 
Immortal love and pity beam, 
Take from him all his filthy guise, 
Aod place my spotless robe on him." 

Now Justice view the law-cursed wretch, 
If ought deficient thou canst see ; 
" But let thy hand forbear to touch, 
** That sinner's justified by me." 

5 " Him as my bride I dearly bought, 

" I pluck'd him from the eternal fire, 
" The robe he wears no sin can spot, 
'* Say, Justice, canst thou more desire." 

6 " For him I bore the dreadfrU smart, 

** Of hell's most dire eternal pain ; 
** Let this suffice, or through my heart 
" Thrust thy dread weapon once again." 

7 Go, sinner, to the law*s demands, 

Plead what thy suffering Lord has done ; 
Weep o'er thy sins that pierced his hands ; 
Go sinner, haste, and kiss the Son. 

HYMN CC. L. M, 
The Good Old Way. 

1 The Good Old Way that leads to God, 
Which saints in every age have trod. 
Was Christ alone, they saw his day. 
And him pursued, The Good Old Way. 

2 When Adam sunk his unborn race 
In ruin, guilt, aiM^^ieep disgrace, 
The promise^ yf)^ ce\e^^«\ t«3 » 

To Jesus poi|xts» llie Ooo^ OX^^vj. 
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3 Prophets, in strains exalted high, 
From Enoch down to Malachi, 
Sung of his righteousness and blood. 
The Good Old Way cast up by God. 

4 The apostles all proclaimed him thus, 
Jesus the Lord, or Grod with us. 
Who did by death our ransom pay, 
The truth, the life, the Good Old Way. 

5 If trav'llers ask, to Zion bound, 

Is this the way to Canaan's ground ? 
Yea, tell them 'tis the Good Old Road, 
There's none beside cast up by GknL 

6 Way-&ring men shall walk therein, 
And life eternal surely win ; 

Yea, fools, in spite of every foe. 
The Good Old Way shall safely go. 

7 'Tis true there's one exceeding broad, 
Cast up by men, a dangerous road. 
Where thousands to destruction stray. 
Who never found this Gkx>d Old Way. 

8 Cheer up, believer, courage take ; 

Why should thy heart vdSx sorrow break ? 

Eternal joys shall soon repay 

The sorrows of the Good Old Way. 

9 Should foes and fears on every hand. 
Thick as the leaves in autumn stand. 
Still forward press, the da.^ i& ^^>ds%^ 
The Good Old Way liSie cwswx ^^Nix«%- 
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HYMN CCI. L. M. 

Casting the Gospel Net. 

1 JESUS, thy miracles declare 

Thee Lord of earth, the sea, and air. 
While each, to man's apostate race. 
Proclaim thy Godhead, and thy grace. 

2 The finny tribes, at thy control. 
Fill Peter's net, a num'rous shoal ; 
A lively figure this, that he 
Should catch immortal souls for thee* 

3 At thy .command, and in thy name, 
We cast the net, and hope Uie same ; 
May thine elect, to fish compared. 
If such thy will, be now ensnared. 

4 Some swim the stream of lust and pride. 
And headlong to destruction gHde ; 
While others at the bottom stray, 

Or round the rocks of error play. 

5 Thy God-like eye each one surveys. 
Though in the deep unfathom'd seas. 
Thy arm in mercy now make bare. 
And bring them to the gospel snare. 

6 Without that power which raised the dead, 
'Tis but in vain the net we spread ; 
Superior strength and skill bestow, 

And to thy net thy chosen draw* 

7 Jesus, our every effort bless. 
And ^ve thy gcwpel ^eat success, 
Make every ft»\ie« yro^^^aaXV^ 
May catch immotia^ w^xjXa^'ot^^^. 
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HYMN ecu. c. M. 
Christ the Sum and Substance of the OospeL 

1 THE subject preach*d by zealous Paul 

Was "Christ the Lord alone ; 
*Twas on this rock he bottomed all. 
The sure foundation stone. 

2 He Jesus preachM as first and last. 

As God's salvation too, 
And did all other systems blast, 
That should anoUier show. 

3 But now, as prophet, priest, and king, 

Who dares thus set him forth ? 
With old wives* tales the pulpits ring. 
And themes of little worth. 

4 Stlne, Moses put in Jesu's place, 

And still cry, " Up and do ;" 
The good old wine of gospel grace, 
They mix with water too. 

5 While some, between the two extremes. 

Choose out a middle way. 
And weave a garment full of seams, 
A gospel yea and nay. 

6 But he in spite of bonds and death, 

And all that hell could say. 
Still preach*d him with his dying breath, 
The truth, the life, the way. 

7 A workman of superior skill, 

He wrought from God's d^%\<gcs.> 
The reveiation of hia vriW, 
That sure unerring \ine. 
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8 Such labourers send to thine elect. 
Make thy salvation known, 
For errors spread, and men reject 
The sure foundation stone. 

HYMN CCIII. L. M. 

Theimportant Question, " What think ye of Christ r 

1 BRETHREN, think not the question odd. 

Which I in love propound to you ; 
What think ye of the Son of God, 
Whom sinners once on Calv'ry slew ? 

2 What think ye of his humble birth ? 

Behold he in a manger lies. 
Whose hand sustains the pond'rous earth 
And spreads the curtains of the skies. 

3 What think ye of the names he wears 

Upon his thigh and vesture too ? 
Each one a wondrous title bears, 
Which his eternal Godhead shew. 

4 What think ye of the words he spoke ? 

** 'Tis finish'd, I the work have done, 
** The law's fulfill'd which sinners broke, 
" Eternal honours placed thereon." 

5 What think ye of his Grod-Jike deeds ? 

He heal'd the sick, he raised the d?ad ; 
Disease at his rebuke recedes. 
And hell's infernal legions fled. 

6 What think ye of his right to give 

The dying t\jiei aYievr'tdy throne, 
With him in paiaAiJWi \o\w«r— 

Was e'er bwYv yjvct o\ Tcv«t^^>i»s!wO> 
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7 What think ye of his righteousness^ 

Which men reject and nonsense deem ? 
No seraph wears a robe like this, 
A spodess vest without a seam. 

8 Say, Christian, let him wear the crown 

Of honour, praise, and blessing, too ; 
He paid in blood your ransom down, 
When he from hell deliver'd you. 

9 Yes, dearest Saviour, thee we own, 

While angels at thy footstool fall ; 
In songs we now address thy throne, 
And gladly crown thee Lord of all. 

HYMN CCIV. L. M. 

The Security of the Saints. 

1 Y£ fearful souls, whose hopes alone 
On Jesus rest the comer stone. 

It matters not your faith how small. 
From thence to hell you ne'er shall fall. 

2 With Christ in God your life is hid. 
These words at once your fears forbid ; 
For he, must God himself dethrone 
Who takes that life which Jesus won. 

3 Though but a spark, 'tis heav'nly fire, 
May dwindle oft, but ne'er expire, 
Till brighter than the solar rays. 

It shines through everlasting days. 

4 Earth, hell, and sin, that hate&]l vnsxsv'^^ 
Together strive to queivcYv ^e ^«cafc % 
Yet still it bums, Y\is pov^ei \,o ^a^> 

In spite of all that V\eW caw ^i^o. 

\3 3 



222 

5 Grod is its shield, he guards it well, 
When tempests rise, and billows swell ; 
"lis hid by God, where none but he 
By his omnisoient ken can see. 

6 'Tis that bless*d hope that never dies^ 
Beyond the reach of hell it lies, 
'Twill flourish and immortal be, 
When death is lost in victory. 

7 Shall this, O Christian, make thee say 
I'll serve my lust, and from thee stray ? 
Nay rather thus, my God, to thee 

Let every power devoted be. 

HYMN CCV. I., M, 

On the Call of a Pastor, 

1 JESUS accept our humble praise, 
While we our Ebenezers raise ; 
Thou hast thy promise now fulfilled, 
Whereon our hopes were fond to build. 

3 A Pastor, Lord, of thee we sought. 
To feed thy fold so dearly bought, 
Him, from thy hands we now receive, 
And to thee all the glory give. 

3 For him thy blessings we implore. 
Of gifts and grace abundant store ; 
O let thy sacred Spirit spread 

Her dove-like pinions o*er his head ! 

4 Bold for his Master and his Lord, 
Arm'd with the Spml*^ t^o-^^%<5A. ^^ord, 
Help him thy cowxicW U^ ^^cVax^^ 

Hor men, nor io^* Vntem^^^^^'t* 
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5 This day let heaven and earth record 
Our obligations to thee, Lord ; 

Our union bless, and from thy throne, 
Send every covenant £Eivour down. 

6 Let converts his commission prove. 
As trophies to redeeming love. 
Who round thy throne another day 
With him thy glory shall display. 

7 Father, thy blessing on our choice. 
We ask with one united voice ; 

O let our ardent cry prevail. 
And thy amen the union seal. 

HYMN CCVL c. m. 

SauVs Conversion. 

1 WHEN Saul to Jesu's sceptre bow'd, 

Embraced and kiss'd the Son, 

Salvation, sung the angelic crowd, 

What wonders love hath done. 

2 Methinks they strung their harp anew. 

And grace was all the song, 
While tuneful hallelujahs through 
The heav'nly arches rung. 

3 No more the lambs of Jesu's fold, 

By him shall worried be. 
For such a wolf in murders old. 
Was Saul the pharisee. 

4 Amazing change, *twas grace alone 

That could such wondeT^ do. 
Rebellion fell beneath het lYvtoTva, 
And pride lay prostrate too% 
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5 Once by the law he vainly thought 

Salvation to obtain, 
Till under Sinai's thunder brought. 
And there his hopes were slain. 

6 He saw the Law, the strength of sin. 

Which filled his soul with fears. 
His straw-built house came tumbling in. 
With horror round his ears. 

7 His tatter'd rags aside he threw. 

That linsey-woolsey dress, 
For that best robe, for ever new. 
The Saviour's Righteousness. 

8 This at his hands he now receives. 

Which angels never wore, 
A God-like spotless vest, and weaves 
The spider's web no more. 

9 On Christ, the sure foundation-stone, 

His hopes securely sto^, 
And all like him who build thereon. 
Shall find that basis good. 

HYMN CCVII. c. M. 

Satan Dispossessed^ or the Demoniac healed. 

1 COME, see the man at Jesu's feet. 

By Satan long possessed, 
What place for tempted souls so sweet ? 
*Ti8 here the weary rest. 

2 Among the tombs he naked ran, 

For Legiou '?jaa\j^ wa-m^. 
But Jesus bade t\ve ^eiidA>a^ %J«^fc% 
When foit\i tVie deNVV% c^c^a- 
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3 What voice but thine, thou sovereign Lord, 

Such wonders could perform ? 

*Twas this the dead to Hfe restored^ 

And quell'd the raging storm. 

4 Now tranquil as the summer seas, 

That- kiss the peaceful shore, 
His body clothed, his mind at ease, 
And devils tempt no more. 

5 How hard, insensible that heart. 

That could such wonders view, 
And to the Saviour say, Depart, 
We nothing want of you. 

6 Yet like that Gkuiarean race, 

Man's still a foe to thee, 
Till overcome by matchless grace, 
We ne'er thy Gk)dhead see. 

7 Jesus, the tempter's power defeat, 

The tempted soul sustain. 

Put every foe beneath thy feet. 

And reign, for ever reign. 

HYMN CCVIII, L. M. 

The Eternity of Christ* s love to the Church* 

1 WHO can the distant period trace, 
When God, to glorify his grace. 
And magnify his love to man, 

Drew forth redemption's wondrous plan ? 

2 Jesus was head elect proolaim'd, 
Then all his mystic members named^ 
One glorious head, one ^aodc^ ^«t^^ 
Who should at last one ^ot^ ^^x«;. 
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3 To Jesus, then, the Father spake : 
If this my bride my statutes breaks 
Wilt thou engage the debt to pay. 
And bear her load of sins away ? 

4 Yea, said the Son, with her 1*11 go 
Through all the depths of sin and woe. 
And on the cross will even dare 

The bitter pains of death to bear. 

5 In 6od*s decree her form he view'd. 
All beauteous in his eyes she stood. 
Presented by th* eternal name, 
Betroth'd in love, and free from blame. 

6 Not as she stood in Adam*s fistU, 
When guilt and ruin cover'd all. 
But as she'll stand another day, 
Fair as the sun*s meridian ray. 

7 Then Justice on sweet Mercy smiled, 
And truth with peace was reconciled ! 
The sceiie so vast, each one amazed. 
They kiss*d, and, lost in wonder, gazed. 

8 O ! glorious grace, mysterious plan. 
Too great- for angels* mind to scan ; 
Our thoughts are lost, our numbers fail, 
All hail,- redeeming love ! all hail ! 

HYMN CCIX. p. M. 

The Sinner's Ransom found, 

1 ALL praise to Jehovah, 
By Adam's lost race ; 
The Fountaiii oi'^etc^> 
And God oi aW^xwi^v 
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Who, ere by transgression 
Man captive was bound. 

By infinite wisdom, 
A Ransom bad found. 

2 This Ransom was hidden, 

TiU that fatal day, 
When Sin all in ruins 

Creation did lay ; 
Then wonder, O heavens ! 

How charming the sound. 
Save him from destruction, 

A Ransom is found. 

3 His surety was Jesus, 

His ransom his blood. 
Slain for him he stood 

In the purpose of God. 
But when the sharp thorns 

His fair temples did wound, 
Redemption was finished. 

The Ransom was found. 

4 Here seraphs may ponder. 

Overwhelmed at die thought, 
That man found a ransom. 

When angels did not ; 
A depth so mysterious 

What thought can explore ? 
A sea without bottom, 

Brim, bank, or a shore. 

5 Let justice the sinner 

No longer pursue ; 
His debts are all caxic^^^^ 
The Law has its A^xe ". 
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Throw open the prison 
In which he is bound. 

And publish the tidings. 
The Ransom is found. 

6 Ye debtors to mercy, 

This freedom who know. 
Come render to Jesus 

The praises you owe ; 
With harps and with odours. 

And seraphim lajrs. 
Let all the redeem'd sing 

The Ransomer's praise. 



HYMN CCX. c. M. 
BethescUtf or the Gospel Pool. 

1 AS round the pool, Bethesda named. 

The sick and wounded lay. 
And went from thence, though sorely maim'd. 
Restored to health away. 

2 So at the gospel pool we wait, 

Disorder'd all by sin. 
With cripples in a dreadful state. 
And lepers all unclean. 

3 From head to foot the deadly pe9t 

In eyery part appears. 
As well the in&nt on the breast, 
As he of hoary hairs. 

4 See trembling hands defiled by sin, 

And eyes which never saw, 
A heart throughout de^e^ m>iSE»A^ 
Which God alone c«ii\slo^« 
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5 Lo, here are souls by Satan bound. 

And who shall set them free ? 
Speak^ Lord, there's mercy in the sound, 
All power belongs to thee. 

6 Descend, descend, thou Grod of Ghrace, 

Thy saving health display. 
Thy mercy suit to every case. 
And send us heal'd away. 

HYMN CCXI. SEVENS. 

On Laying the Foundation, or opening a place of 

Worship, 

1 JESUS, sov'reign Lord of all, 
At thy feet we humbly fall. 
Lift bur hearts and eyes to thee^ 
Send, O Lord, prosperity. 

2 Where thy name is on record, 

*' There 111 bless thee," is thy word ; 
'Tis thy promise, great and free. 
Send, O send, prosperity. 

3 On thy Church thy Spirit breathe, 
Say, " The Holy Ghost receive," 
Void of this, we ne'er shall see 
Days of sweet prosperity. 

4 Signs and wonders in thy name 
Here display, thou bleeding Lamb, 
Raise the dead, the captive free. 
Send, O Lord, prosperity. 

5 Here let rebels at thy throne. 
Lay their hostile weapons down, 
Kiss thy feet with 8upp^aiit\xL%ft% 
Send, O Lord, prosperity. 
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6 Pastors send thy fold to bless, 
Crown their labours with success, 
Preaching not themselves but thee^ 
Source of all prosperity. 

7 In thy temple, living stones, 
Place our daughters and our sons. 
Trophies to thy grace to be, 
Send, O Lord, prosperity. 

8 Smile propitious from thy throne. 
Own and bless what we have done. 
Thine the power and praise shall be. 
Send, O Lord, prosperity. 

HYMN CCXII. L. M. 
Prophesying to the Dry Bones* 

1 NOW, Lord, thy saving power display. 
And magnify thy grace to-day, 

All power is thine in earth anjl seaa, 
Now from the grave dead sinners raise. 

2 Make bare thy arm, thy power make known. 
Let grace sit regent on the throne : 

To it be endless honours paid. 

For man's not half, but wholly dead. 

3 He's &r from God, conceived in sin, 
Dark as chaotic night within, 

A captive bound, his fetters show. 
Say, Loose him. Lord, and let him go. 

4 At thy command the means we use. 
Proclaim thy word, nor dare refuse. 
But as the prophet di^^e do. 

And Christ as our Ml\«idoTv^e^- 



231 

5 No voice but that which form'd the earth. 
And gave the yast creation birth, 

That bade the tempest cease to roar, 
Can sinners dead to life restore. 

6 See from the grave the stone we roll, 
And fain to life would liaz'rus call, 
But this belongs to thee, O Lord, 
Speak thou the life-restoring word. 

7 Come heav'nly wind, celestial breath. 
Awake the souls that sleep in death ; 
Their fetters break of guilt and sin. 
And gather. Lord, thy chosen in. 

HYMN CCXIIL CM. 

The Request oj the Spouse, 

1 WHAT meant the spouse who thus address 'd 

Him whom her soul adored ? 
Take us, for they our vines molest. 
Those little foxes. Lord. 

2 From infant days to idols wed. 

And conscious of her sin. 
The little foxes take she said. 
These idol gods within, 

3 But there are foxes yet, no doubt. 

Who know no grace nor sin ; 
Such from thy vineyard. Lord, turn out, 
And keep from entering in. 

4 They crop the bud, and spoil the vin^, 

Lo here, lo there, they cry. 

Mix wHter with the gospeV -wxife^ 

And grace and truth Aen'^. 
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5 But 'tis the idols of our heart 

Which we lament, O Lord, 

They swarm, alas ! in ey'ry part, 

A subtle, dangerous horde. 

6 When at thy throne our knees we bow» 

And find access in prayer. 
We feel, but Lord, we don't allow. 
Those little foxes there. 

7 Communion with our God how sweet. 

But O ! the hours how few. 
When we can sit beneath thy feet 
And foxes not pursue* 

8 Oft thou hast told us, " I am thine 

** In love's immortal ties," 
Yet still those foxes spoil the vine, 
For here the mischief lies. 

9 Alas ! how proud we quickly grow« 

And think how bright we dhine ; 
'Tis thus those little foxes gnaw. 
And spoil the tender vine. 

10 Our tatter'd rags of righteousness 

We think all &ir to view ; 
Ah ! what a little fox is this. 
And O ! how subtle too. 

1 1 Should Zion's breast refreshing prove. 

How sweet the sabbath day ; 
Yet in these vineyards of thy love 
Those little foxes play. 

12 Erom ev'ry heart-dividing lust 

Help us, O liotd, to flee. 
To tread these idoAa m ^^ ^xsfiX.^ 
And worslnp oiA^ ^^- 
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HYMN CCXIV- c. M. 

The Christian Warfare. 

1 'TWIXT grace and sin how hard the fight, 

Say, ye who best can teU, 
Who feel as doth the Shulamite,' 
Within two armies dwell. 

2 World, flesh, and sin, three deadly foes, 

With grace the war maintain, 
And oft down little Jacob goes. 
But lives to fight again. 

3 Of Gad the dying patriarch said, 

A troop shall vanquish thee ; 
Yet on their neck thy feet shall tread. 
Thou shalt victorious be. 

4 Thus 'tis not left a doubtful case 

Who shall the vict'ry win, 
For God has fix*d the reign of grace 
O'er all the powers of sin. 

5 Hold' fast, let no man take thy crown, 

Nor give the contest o'er. 
Till sword and helmet you lay down 
On Canaan's peaceful shore. 

6 Then farewell flesh, the world, and sin. 

With all the powers of hell ; 
To foes without, and fears within, 
A joyful, long farewell. 

7 Of vict'ry sure, in him we boast, 

The woman's conqu'TVH^ %^^^^ 
And all who make Viia ann V3!ft»\x Vix^sN-* 
Are Sjyulamites indeed. 

X 3 
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HYMN CCXV. p. M. 

Boasting excluded, 

1 BOASTING'S by the cross excluded, 

'Tis, and that for ever too ; 
Sinner, if but for a good deed, 
Heav'n's for ever lost to you, 

Give the glory, 
Unto grace the glory's due. 

2 Vain are all thy fig-leaves sewing. 

Justice still thy shame can sep ; 
If salvation is by doing, 

'Tis what Christ has done for thee 

From the manger 
To the cross on Calvary. 

3 Grace and truth came not by Moses, 

These were brought by Christ alone ; 
Whosoever this opposes 

Still rejects the Comer Stone 

Laid in Zion ; 
Happy they who build thereon. 

4 Sing not Worthy is the Saviour, 

And subjoin a Well done I ; 
Let him have the praise for ever. 
Ceaseless hallelujah cry ; 
" Thou art worthy," 
Is the song above the sky. 

5 He alone salvation finish'd. 

Drank the wormwood and the gall. 
Be his glory ne'er diminish'd, 
In salvation a\\ m «Sl\\ 

Lost in vjondet 
At his feet yye\ium\A^ ^^^- 
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The folk>wing was written on a Sennon preached at St. 
Andrew's church, Plymouth, by the Rev. J. Hatchard, the 
da}[ preceding the dreadful storm in November, 1824 ; this 
scribble was presented to him by the author (who had the 
pleasure of hearing the sermon), who has ever considered it 
as a prelude to that Kwfvl visitation. 

HYMN CCXVI. c. M. 

And il^Man shall he a hiding place, 8^c. 

1 HOW welcome to the tempest toss'd, 

Amidst the storm's career. 
Which horror spreads from coast to coast, 
Is some kind haven near. 

2 But fiur more welcome to the soul 

Is that secure abode, 
When terrors o'er the conscience roll ; 
This rock prepared of God. 

3 Jesus, array'd in mortal form, 

Of whom the prophets tell. 
On his dear head, O ! what a storm 
Of awfUl vengeance feU ! 

4 To him, your only hiding place. 

May you for shelter fly ; 
The storm of death draws on apace 
And who can say how nigh ? 

5 In that dread moment, O ! to hide 

fieneath his shelt*ring blood ! 
'Twill Jordan's icy waves divide, 
And land your souls with God. 

6 But if your hopes are elsewhere founds 

In that tremendous da^^ 
You*U stand aghast to Yieac \)^«.V. ^q\>sA^ 
"Depart, ye curs'd, awa-^V^ 
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7 May you widi all the ransom'd race. 

At death and judgment too. 
In Jesus find a hiding place. 
From wrath to shelter you. 

8 Salvation's J03rful tidings now 

ResQund from shore to shore, 
The peaceful dove, with olive bojgh. 
Proclaims the deluge o*er. 



HYMN CCXVII. p. M. 

The welcome approach of Death, 

1 WHEN Death his commission from Grod shall 

To a soul, to salvation made wise, [unfold 
How sweet in the vision of £uth to behold 
A mansion prepared in the skies. 

2 From Pisgah beholding that land of delight 

Where joys everlastingly flow, 
He chides the dull moments, to hasten their 
For to glory he's longing to go. [flight 

3 The rays of thy face cheer the valley so dark, 

I come, O my Father, he cried, 
While hither, and thither, the soul-cheering ark 
Did the waters of Jordan divide. 

4 Like Moses of old who to glory was kiss'd. 

Without e'er a sob or a sigh, 
His soul from the confines of flesh was dismissed, 
'Twas his gain everlasting to die. 

5 With a smile on his cheeV, V)K»a\kft ^vS^^^^Vx^ 
And ascended the re^oiv^ «)qon^, "s^x^^^^ 
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Where sorrow ne'er enters, nor pain, sin, or 
Swallowed \vp in the ocean of love. [death, 

6 O, Jesus ! thy presence in death let me have. 
When my heart and my flesh shall give way ; 
Thou hast death overcome, thou hast hallow'd 
And the summons I'll gladly obey, [the grave. 



HYMN CCXVIII. c^ M. 
Pride abased, and the rich sent empty away. 

1 NAAMAN in a dreadftil state. 

With ulcers cov'red o'er. 
Stood waiting at the prophet's gate. 
And did his help implore. 

2 He gold and silver with him brought 

And raiment as a lure, 
For with himself he vainly thought, 
Twould expedite the cure. 

d " Go wash in Jordan, and be clean," 
The man of God replied ; 
'Twas here he touch'd old nature clean, 
Self-rrighteousness and pride. 

4 '' Can that to health again restore ?" 

Said Naaman, fill'd with ire. 
And left the holy prophet's door, 
" 'Tis not what I desire. 

5 " I thought my treasure he'd demand, - 

" Call on his Grod by prayer, 

" And on the leper lay Via \v«xA, 

^'And do the wondet Yvewi '* 
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6 Too proud to beg, he sought to bring 

His Peter's pence withal; 
But grace is still a humbling thing. 
And self at last must &11. 

7 Simon for Jesus did prepare 

The royal dainties well, 
But Mary got that blessing there 
She ne*er could buy or sell. 

8 Lord, at thy footstool in the dust, 

The sinner's place should be, 
He's lost, or mercy there he must 
Receive without a fee. 



HYMN CCXIX. L. M. 
Samson a type of Christy the Deliverer of IsraeL 

1 NOT Samson, fam'd for mighty deeds, 
But he whose name all praise exceeds, 
Is he of whom with joy we tell, 
Jesus who crush'd the host of hell. 

2 *Twas heaps on heaps which Samson slew. 
But he such slaughter never knew. 

Sin, death, and all the pow'rs below. 
By Jesus met their overthrow. 

3 Samson, that Nazarite to God, 
As Israel's great deliv'rer stood. 
Yet all he did was but to show 
What his great antitype should do. 

4 Samson was bound and captive led ; 
And Jesus, in the sinners' stead, 
Was captive bound ^^7 dftB.V)Si,>iJBaX.VA 

Might us from deat\v et^tiaX fe^* 
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5 He, by the pangs of death oj^ress'd. 
With out-8tretch*d arms the pillars seixed 
Of death and sin, and down ihej came, 
Eternal glory to his name. 

6 Gaza, thy portals closed in vain 
Samson ihj captiye to detain ; 
Nor could the gates of hell oppose 
The Hope of Israel when he rose. 

7 Jesus, at thy dear feet we fall. 

And leave ihe types and shadows all ; 
Thee we adore in humble lays, 
Whose fiime exceeds angelic praise. 

HYMN CCXX. p. M. 

The Command of Moses to the Children of Israel, 

" Go forward.'* 

1 THE Lord's the battle is, 

(Grive him the glory due, 
To crush thine enemies, 
He'll his salvation show'; 
Will save from sin. 
Death, hell, and woe, 
' Then fearless on 
" Let Israel go.' 

2 Fear not th' infernal pow'rs. 

Nor count their mighty odds. 
The battle is not yours, 
'Tis Israel's faithful God's, 
Engaged to save 

From eVry foe. 
Let Jacob's race 
StiU forward ^o. 
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3 Though Pharaoh's hostile band* 

With sword in hand pursue. 
And tow'ring mountains stand 
On either hand in view. 
As Israel did 

The same do ye. 
Stand, and his great 
Salvation see. 

4 The cloudy pillar mark. 

Lift up thine eyes and see. 
To pharaoh's host all dark. 
Ail brightness unto thee ; 
Triumphant sing. 

Nor fear the foe. 

Still eye the cloud. 

And forward go. 

5 Beyond this wilderness 

The milk and honey lies 
Here fiery serpents hiss, 

And threat'ning dangers rise ; 
There Eschol's grapes 

In clusters grow, 

Cheer up though £Ednt 

And forward go. 

6 That goodly land to view, 

Unseen by mortal eye. 
Thy staff and sandals too 
Thou shalt with joy lay by : 
The cov'nant angel. 
Still thy guard. 
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7 The 4ir8t-born sons pf Hght, 

With all the blood-bought throng. 
That host of spirits bright, 
From ev'ry tribe and tongue, 
Now bid thee welcome 

To that shore 
Where pleasures reign. 
And death's no more. 



HYMN CCXXI. p. M. 
The Reign of Orace. 

1 SOV'REIGN grace o'er sin abounding, 

Ransom'd souls the tidings swell ; 
*Ti8 a deep that knows no sounding, 
Who its breadth or length can tell ; 

On its glories 
Let my soul for ever dweU. 

2 What from Christ that soul shaU sever 

Bound by everlasting bands t 
Once in him, in him for ever ; 

Thus th' eternal covenant stands ; 
None shall pluck thee 
From the strength of Israel's hands. 

3 Heirs of God, joint heirs with Jesus, 

Long e'er time its race begun ; 
To his name eternal praises, 
O what wonders love hath done 1 

One with Jesus, ' 

By eternal imion one. m 

4 On such love, my soul, stiU: ^;^iGnA<^T« 

Lore ao great, so ricYi> so is«e \ 
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SaVy whilst lost in holy wonder. 
Why, O Lord, such love to me f 

Hallelujah, 
Grace shall reign eternally. 



HYMN CCXXII. c. M. 

The Call of Zaccheus, 

1 ZACCHEUS with his mortal eyes 

Woidd £edn the SavKnir see ; 
But grace, which oft confounds the wise. 
Now magnified shall be. 

2 0*er all the crowd, exalted high. 

He took his lofty seat. 
Till Jesus upwards cast his eye. 
And spake in accents sweet : 

3 ** Zaccheus, haste, come quickly down/' 

The j&iend of sinners cried, 
** This day I claim thee as my own,. 
" And must with thee abide." 

4 ** Let heaven's bright host the deed record, 

" And earth the wonder tell, 
** That I, of both the Sov'reign Lord, 
** Beneath thy roof should dwell." 

5 'Twas not that he was Abra'am's son 

In ties of flesh and blood ; 
For he was saved by grace alone, 
As one elect of God. 

6 Redemption through a Saviour's name 

He deemed an idle whim, 
He to salvation never c«nie^ 
Salvation came ^ \iVm, 



7 His call by grace, ere time begun 
Was fix'd in day and hour, 
And he could neither will nor run 
Till .Tesus gave him pow'r. 

HYMN CCXXIII. c. M. 
The Horrible Pit and Miry Clay. 

1 WHO can dispute the pow'r of grace 

To save from sin and heU, 
When he considers David's case, 
How awfully he fell ? 

2 The gulf was deep, but not too low 

For mercy to restore. 
Or he to grace in melting woe 
Had tuped his harp no more* 

3 Mercy sat regent on her throne, 

And smiled propitious too, 
Grace in its radient splendour shone, 
And siu in damning hue. 

4 Sunk in the crimes of lust and blood. 

He lay, and O how long ! 
Till Nathan came to him from God, 
With mercy on his tongue. 

5 That mercy watch'd him whilst Jie slept 

In sin's strong fetters bound. 
And from perdition safely kept. 
Like walls of fire around, 

6 The cov'nant, that for ever stands, 

Is now his only stay ; 
Yet ne'er forgeU^ as loye &em«xv^%^ 
The pit of miry clay. 



J 
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7 Jesus imd his atoning blood 

Becomes his only plea, 
Nor can he find access to Gkxl 
But in this living way. 

8 Let such stupendous acts of grace 

For ever be adored. 
Which prove to man's self-ruin'd race 
Salvation's of the Lord. 

HYMN CCXXIV- c. m. 

Security of the Saints. 

1 BEFORE the earth from chaos rose, 
Jehovah's thoughts had plann'd 
The scheme from which protecticm flows ; 
Thy saints are in his hand. 

!2 Legions of foes, like beasts of prey. 
Around the fold may stand. 
But never take a soul away. 
Thy saints are in his hand. 

3 When justice lifts its flaming sword, 

He answers its demand ; 
O, 'tis a sweet supporting word, 
Thy saints are in his hand. 

4 If plagues and death the nations seize, 

They fly at his command, 
Yet shall not pass his flrm decrees ; 
Thy saints are in his hand. 

5 Their state of fiery trials here 

In thy fair volume stand ; 
Though oft compeWd U> dcity^ «i V^w^ 
They still are in t\vy Vwcv^. 
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6 While Jordan's streams are full in view, 
Shew us the promised land. 
And help to sing while passing through, 
Thy saints are in his hand. 

HYMN CCXXV. L. u. 

Election, 

1 COME, saints, and assist us to sing, 

Election's the theme we propose. 
For this is the fountain or spring 

From' whence free salvation arose ; 
Its glories will certainly prove 

The labour of seraphs to trace. 
While saints in an ocean of love 

Exult to the praise of his grace. 

2 Let potsherds with potsherds contend, 

And raise what contention they please ; 
But woe to the man or the fiend 

That strives with Jehovah's decrees ; 
The scheme of invincible grace, 

Its jots and its tittles shall prove 
As firm as a mountain of brass. 

On fixtures that never shall move. 

3 This building of mercy to raise 

The councils of God were employed. 
And nothing that hell shall devise 

Shall ever his purpose make void : 
The day, the great day shall reveal • . 

The topstone with 8houting|sbto>ak2^^^tscfiK% 
While mUlions triumphaxvliVj \ia^ 
Free grace from the \wk»e \o ^'fe ^«»»* 
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HYMN CCXXVI. L. M. 
He layeth it upon his Shoulder, 

1 JESUS, to his eternal name, 

Our spirits long to raise the theme, 
Who from his Father's bosom came 
His chosen people to redeem. 

2 In wand'ring mazes dark and deep. 

Where Satan roams in quest of prey, 
'Twas there he caught the wand*ring sheep, 
And did him on his shoulders lay. 

3 No dreary waste, howe'er remote, 

Shall hide the sheep from Jesu's eye ; 
He'll have the number that he bought, 
And on his shoulders they shall lie. 

4 Though oft they slip, and sometimes fall, 

No prowling wolf shall e'er destroy ; 
He'll on his shoulders lay them all, 
And bear them to the fold with joy. 

5 He bore their sins in days of old. 

And hid them in oblivion's sea. 
And thus secured within the fold 
All those who on his shoulders lay. 

HYMN CCXXVII. L. M. 

The Building of Mercy. 

1 OF old Jehovah did devise 
A glorious edifice to raise, 
That should exa\t e\cc\ATV9,\we, 
And all its boundWa %\otVt% ^xw^. 



t 
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2 This wondrous pile stood fair in view 
In his great ^ind> if God be true ; 
He saw the vast materials home 
From the foundation to the dome. 

3 That which in darkness was concealed, 
From faith to faith is now revealed ; 
The means, the end, before unknown, 

. Are in the gospel clearly shown. 

4 Predestination,, vast and great, 
With ev'ry blessing all complete, 
Secured by oaths of covenant love. 
This sure foundation cannot move. 

5 Those whom the Father did foreknow 
Were given to Christ to bring them through ; 
And Jesus says. Not one shall fail. 

As thy foreknowledge is the seal. 

HYMN CCXXVIII. L. M. 

Lydia*s Heart opened, 

1 POSSESSED by all the pow'rs of sin 
The heart of Lydia long had been. 
But grace, to noake an entrance there, 
The standard of the cross did rear. 

2 Then was an arrow sent from God, 
Its point being dipp*d in Jesu's blood, 
And straight her marble heart became 
Like yielding wax before the flame. 

3 Jesus was preach'd and lifted high, 

The Spirit did the same appl^ \ ^ 

Till all her pow'rs, once dea^ m ivcL 
Arose to let her Saviour \tv. 
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4 This was the day and hour decreed, 
A day of love and pow'r indeed ; 
At Jesu's feet we see her fall, 

The gospel tidings reach'd her souL 

5 Calling by grace will ever prove 
The doctrine of eternal love, 

For thousands heard what Lydia did. 
From whom the gospel scheme was hid. 



HYMN CCXXIX. c. m, 
JudahU Lion. 

1 THE secret councils of the skies 

A sealed volume lay, 
For who was worthy to arise 
And take the seals away ? 

2 The listening seraphs stood amaz'd. 

And quite forgot their songs. 
They on the sacred volume gaz'd. 
While silence seal'd their tongues. 

3 But O ! when Judah's lion rose, 

What shouts of praise resound, 
For he was worthy to disclose 
Decrees the most profound. 

4 Worthy the book of life to read. 

And count the worthless names 
To everlasting life decreed. 
Secure from Tophet's flames. 

5 Worthy to reign in glory now, 

Great SoVtcy^ oi \Xve «ky. 
While angels atlVy ^oqKsXoOlXjwv^ 
And lift tY\\ ^\ot\e^V\^- 
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HYMN CCXXX. c. m. 

Zion*s Defence, 

1 WHEN pungent sorrows fill the breast, 

The rock to which we fly 
Is Jesus, our substantial rest, 
So great, so strong, so high. 

2 The* Saviour's blood speaks peace within. 

They dwell with him on high ; 
And he that whispers pardon'd sin 
Was never known to lie. 

3 Munitions of stupendous rock 

His dwelling-place shall be ; 
There shall his soul without a shock 
The wreck of nature see. 

4 Shelter'd in love's eternal arms, 

He dreads no thr^at'ning foe. 
Beyond the reach of sin's alarms. 
The source of mortal woe. 

5 Those everlasting hills make known 

The gates of endless day ; 
Hail, happy souls, that wiJk thereon. 
Whose fears are done away. 

6 Here's shelter from the burning heat 

That darts in hostile ray ; 
Sin-pard'ning blood, and grace complete, 
From ev'ry trying day. 

7 Though hell combines with force and fraud, 

Yet still they dwell on hig|i\^ 
Their livea are hid vwilYv C^vtSsX Vc^ ^Q^^ 
And they shall neNet ^Aft. 
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HYMN CCXXXI. c. m. 
Meat from the Eater and sweeinetsfrom the Strang. 

1 WHEN Samson did retrace the ground 

"Where he the lion slew. 
He honey in the carcase found. 
And this should serve to shew 

2 That when the conflict we maintain 

With Satan, sin, or hell. 
And should through grace the vict'ry gain. 
To mark the carcase well. 

3 Trials through tribulation's ground 

May thee like scorpions sting ; 
But yet that sorrow ne*er was found 
That did no sweetness bring, 

4 When darkness did thy steps await 

Through sorrow's vale so long, 
He from the eater gave thee meat. 
And sweetness from the strong* 

5 Say, Christian, didst thou ever meet 

A trial, great or small. 
Without one drop of honey sweet. 
To mingle with thy gall ? 

G How bitter to old Jacob's taste 
Was Benjamin's adieu ; 
Yet there was honey in the beast. 
And stores of sweetness too. 

7 When he beheld the bk)ody coat 
Of Joseph, \oN'd. %o dear, 
O'erwheWd V\t\v \gdfei,V^.\iV<Nfc ^^xmJjX 
Of what a a^eeV^«» xjcv^x^. 
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8 There*B hope within the promise now 

To sweeten every ill ; 
But we, alas ! put in our ** How ?" 
Where God hath said " I will." 

9 Forgive the sin, thou Gt>d of grace, 

Assist thy name to praise ; 
Tliy dispensations who shall trace, 
Or scan thy wondrous ways. * 



HYMN CCXXXII. L. M. 

The Minister's Farewell. 

« 

1 NOW, brethren, I your souls commend 
To Christ, the sinner's only Mend, 
Whose grace sufficient can supply 
Your ev'ry need, to live or die. 

2 To quell your fears, so apt to rise. 
To cheer your dark beclouded skies, 
To build you up in spite of hell. 
Upon the Rock oi Agea weU. 

3 To keep you as his blood-booght charge, 
To feed you and your folds eiSarge, 

To heal the sick, and those that stray 
Back to the fold again convey. 

4 To him to guard from ev'ry foe, 

Td him to guide the journey through. 
To him from danger to defend, 
I now in love your souk commend. 

5 Around your tents each morning new. 
Let manna fall like heav'nly dew^ 
Nor let it e'er neglected '^e, 

Leat God the )>le88iiig bYioxC^ ^«til « 
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6 Jesus IVe preach'd, at his right hand 
May you with all his ohosen stand ; 
But if the left your place should be^ 
I'm from your blood for eyer free. 

7 As brethren dear, as sons of peace. 
Let discord die, and love increase ; 
And God, th' Eternal Spirit bless'd. 
Upon your whole assembly rest. 

8 Farewell, and if no more we meet» 
The good old subject to repeat 

Of grace by Christ to sinners giyen» 
May we at last all meet in heav'n ! 



HYMN CCXXXIII. L. M. 

Protection from Error implored, 

1 JESUS, thy chosen fold preserve. 
While men from truth to error swerve ; 
Thou art our Shepherd ; O ! that we 
May hear thy voice, and follow thee. 

2 No doctrine let thy church believe. 
No councDs own, or creeds receive. 
But what in all things shall accord 
With thy most pure and holy word. 

3 " Lo, here is Christ," the Arian criea, 
" But is he God and man likewise t" 
If not, from hell, if God be true. 

His blood can never ransom yon. 

4 Some lurk in secret to ensnare. 

And oiheTB cry, '' Lo here, lo there ;" 

Of Jesus and s8\NSL>aocL \^^ 

And what tK«y ciKi tcee ^E«ft^ *^^t^. 
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5 Some talk of grace vouchsaf 'd to man, 
And say 'twas thus the cov'nant ran, 
That if you use the talent well 
'Twill save your souls at last from hell. 

6 Some preach the law, but never shew 
To whom its righteous curse is due ; 
Thus Hagar's offspring fondly crave 
What Sarah's free-born sons should have, 

7 To harvest white the fields appear, 
Send, Lord, thy faithful lab'rers there, 
Who shall their high commission prove, 
Ordain'd by our High Priest above. 

8 Thy light, thy truth, thy Spirit send» 
Thy gospel far and wide extend ; 
Let trut£ prevail to climes unknown. 
And error fall before thy throne. 



HYMN CCXXXIV. c. m. 
The Cruise of Oil multiplied. 

1 WHEN famine sore throughout the land 

Its gloomy horrors spread, 
A widow poor, at God's command, 
Was by Elijah fed. 

2 But ere the blessing she obtain'd, 

Her £Edth was sorely tried ; 
Her cruise and barrel first were drain'd, 
And then her wants supplied. 

3 Her little all the prophet crav'd. 

Nor did she iMs deny, 
But every rising scrupVe viaiV <i^ 
And did his wants s\xppV^. 

z 



4 ^was hard to yield, though but a cmsf. 

No doubt she found it so. 

Yet from the barrel ev'ry dust 

At his command shall go. 

5 Bt that eternal name he swors. 

Whose promise ne'er shall tally 
Of ofl to raise her scanty store. 
And multiply the meal. 

6 Her feith surmounting ev'ry doubt. 

The prophet she believ'd ; 
The cruise nor barrel ne'er run out, 
Xor was her hope deceiv'd. 

7 Nature, through all her ample field. 

Thy mandate shall obey ; 
The flinty rock shall water yield. 
And darkness turn to day. 

8 Thy grace to help in ev'ry need. 

Thou hast the promise given, 
Ravens shall well thy people feed. 
And bread descend from heav'n. 



HYMN CCXXXV. c. m. 

Jacob's Vision. 

1 BETHEL, nor is the name forgot. 

That place was holy ground ; 
Jacob so named the holy spot, 
For there his God he found. 

2 'Twas here, in holy vision bless'd, 

W'Tiile slumbers seal'd his eyes, 
lie saw on eartYv a\aA^eT ^\^'^ 
Whose top suTmovm\% Wve ^vi^. 
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3 By tills the Mediator's blood 

In lively type was shewn. 
The only way, which peace from God, 
And grace and truth came down. 

4 Peace, by the bleeding cross reveal'd, 

On angel-wing descends, 
The breach which sin had made was heaPd, 
And God and man made friends. 

5 On errands of stupendous grace 

Th' angelic host came down ; 
For Jesus is the meeting place, 
Where heav'n and earth are one. 

6 Thy Bethel visits, Lord, repeat, 

O, Jacob's God, draw near ; 
While we approach thy mercy seat, 
In mercy bow thine ear. 

7 Through his atoning sacrifice, 

Of richest, sweetest smell. 
Our ojff'rings now ascend the skies. 
And please the Father welL 

HYMN CCXXXVI. c. m. 

The Cave Adullam; or, Come and Welcome to 

Jesus Christ. 

1 NOT David on his royal seat. 

Or in AduUam's cave. 
Is he, whose praise we now repeat. 
But Christ who came to save. 

2 The wretch whose guilt and heavy debts 

Outweigh the ocean sands, 
While justice too, with awixxV \)!Kt^^X.^^ 
Full payment now demands^. 
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3 Did David there, though deep in debt^ 

All comers welcome in ? 
Jesus, thy wounds are open yet, 
A hiding-place from sin. 

4 So warm his heart, so large his grace. 

So strong his arm to save, 
From wrath a better hiding-place 
Than was Adullam's cave. 

5 Here's refuge for that soul oppressed. 

Whom fiends and fears pursue, 
The discontented and distressed 
Here find a welcome too. 

6 Vengeance no more the soul pursues. 

Who gains admittance there ; - 
From all demands, all debts and dues. 
He stands for ever clear. 

7 Thus David as a type we own 

Of his exalted Lord, 
And what his mighty arm hath done 
We now with joy record. 



HYMN CCXXXVII. c. m. 

In-dwelling Sin, 

1 WHAT was it Paul th' apostle meant ? 
Some this, some that aver ; 
That him to buffet, there was sent 
From hell a messenger. 

2 VMiate'er it was, ox Aa-^- \n\\i8l\- w^m^ 
Ye call the dev\c\\\ \Je^^^, 
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It surely from the devil came, 
A most unwelcome guest. 

3 Thorns in the flesh, by care and skill, 

The healing art may cure ; 
But this, in spite of pow'r or pill, 
Tin death he must endure. 

4 He oft bt^sought the Lord, no doubt. 

By fervent, humble prayer, 

To take this painful prickle out. 

Yet still he found it there. 

5 Grace to support beneath the pain, 

God gave him ev*ry day, 
But all petitions proved in vain 
To take this thorn away. 

6 Though in the flesh he gloried not. 

Nor sinn'd that grace might reign. 
Yet still he gloried in his lot. 
Nor was he prick*d in vain. 

7 Victorious grace for ever mu&t 

Reign o'er the pow*rs of sin, 
But till his flesh went down to dust. 
He felt a thorn therein. 

S That blissful hour sign'd his rdease 
From sin, that hateful name. 
Shook off", no more to break his peace, 
The viper in the flame. 

HYMN CCXXXVIII. l. m. 

The Well of Bethlehem. 

1 HOW welcome to that so\i\. o^y^^^^^ 
In sorrow's vale, by la^m^ XJsivt'&V, 

7. 6 
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Scorch-d by the sun*s meridian beam. 
Is the sweet well of Bethlehem. 

2 Prophets of old, and saints the same. 
In ev'ry age, of ev*ry name, 

Drank of this soul-reviving stream. 
The water sweet of Bethlehem. 

3 Water pure, or half so good, 

From nature's fountains never flow'd ; 
There's curse and death in ev'ry stream. 
Save in the well of Bethlehem. 

4 Wide as the stretch of human woe, 
Those death-consuming waters flow ; 
Spring up, O well ! be this my theme, 
Thou water sweet from Bethlehem. 

5 To cheer when faint, when sick to heal. 
Their wondrous virtues must prevail ; 
My foes to crush, my fears to quell, 
S])ringup, O stream ! from Bethlehem's well. 

6 When nature sinks beneath her load. 
Amidst the din of Jordan's flood ; 
With this my ev'ry fear dispel. 

One sip of Bethlehem's sacred well. 



HYMN CCXXXIX. p. m. 

The Preciousness of Christ, 

2 PRECIOUS is the name of Jesus, 
Who can WU \V% viox\?cv ux^f^ild ? 
far boyond awgcYvc \>\me?^, 
JSwectlv sung lo Wv\)^ ^^^ ^^\^* 
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2 Precious as the Mediator, 

By the Father rais'd on high ; 
Precious when he took our nature, 
Laid his awful glory by. 

3 Precious in his incarnation, 

Wrapp'd in swaddling bands he lies ; 
PrQcious in his degradation, 

Sorrows trickling from his eyes. 

4 Precious when to Calv'ry groaning. 

He sustained the cursed tree ; 
Precious when his death atoning 
Made an end of sin for thee. 

5 Precious when the bloody scourges 

Caused the sacred drops to roll ; 
Precious when of wrath the surges 
Overwhelm'd his holy soul. 

6 Precious in his death victorious. 

He the host of hell overthrows ; 
In his resurrection glorious, 

Victor crown'd o'er all his foes. 

7 Precious as my intercessor, 

Pleading thus before the throne, 
" Father, spare the vile transgressor, 
" See for him what I have done," 

8 Precious, Lord ! beyond expressing, 

Are thy beauties all divine \ 
Glory f honour, power, axvd \i\c%^\w^ 
Be henceforth for ever V\\vv\c* 
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HYMN CCXL. c. m. 
The Sinner's Welcome at the Door of Mercy. 

1 WHO is it knocks at mercy's door, 

And pleads on humble knee ? 
A sinner^ Lord, as vile and poor 
As ever came to thee. 

2 Say, what's the cause of all thy grief? 

What is it thou would'st have ? 
Lord, of all sinners I'm the chief, 
But such thou cam'st to save. 

3 My wants, my wounds, and wretchedness. 

Are all before thine eye ; 
O let thy mercy meet my case, 
And every want supply. 

4 I dare not plead before thy face. 

That better days I've seen, 
Alas ! I sprung from Adam's race, 
A leper all unclean. 

5 Yet, as I pass'd beside thy door, 

I saw it written there, 
The sinner wretched, blind, or pocfr. 
Receives a welcome here. 

6 Lo, such I come, and at thy feet 

Receive thy mercy free ; 
O Jove untold \ my so\x\ ice^t^iX., 
Wiiy me, O Lord, >NVy mvi'l 
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HYMN CCXLI. c. m. 
The Trial of Abraham's Faith. 

1 WHEN Abraham up Moriah went, 

His only son to slay, 
Fair type of him whose heart was rent 
The debt of sin to pay. 

2 " See here the wood, the knife, the flame," 

Said Isaac to his sire ; 
" But where, O Father, where's the Lamb, 
" The victim to expire V* 

3 His faith surmounting every fear, 

The father thus replies : 
" God will himself the Lamb prepare, 
** For this burnt sacrifice." 

4 Jesus, our Great High JPriest he saw. 

The sin-atoning Lamb, 
Caught in the thicket of the law. 
As was th* entangled ram. 

5 But O, when Jesus bow'd his head. 

The weight of sin to bear, 
** Awake, O sword," Jehovah said, 
" Nor him my fellow spare." 

6 Justice the dire account drew up, 

Nor vould a mite forego, 
Till he had drank the bitter cup 
Of mingled wrath and woe. 

7 Thus in the type we now behold 

The sinner's surety there, 
And bless the love, and graee \w\\5^^> 
That did the I^amb pre\>«ixe. 
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HYMN CCXLII. L. M. 

The Gospel Dawn ; or Moses Unveiled. 

1 JESUS, of whom the prophets sung, 
With holy fervour on their tongue. 
We now behold, with open gaze. 

In gospel light's refulgent blaze. 

2 No more in types and shadows veil'd. 
The vision is for ever seal'd. 

The lambs nor heifers bleed no more. 
Nor altars reeking with their gore. 

3 No more the bleeding victims say, 
I come to bear your sins away, 
Jesus the dispensation ends, 

The temple veil asunder rends. 

4 Aaron thy mitre and thy vest, 

The gems that well adorn thy breast. 
Laid at the feet of him must be. 
Whose greater glory covers thee. 

5 Thy vesture, though of costly frame. 
Below the knee it never came. 

But Jesus our High Priest, we know 
Down to the feet his garments flow. 

6 The type thus seen was to express 
How perfect was that righteousness. 
Which, O believing sinner, see. 
From head to foot that covers thee. 

7 Thus Moses preach'd, 'twas gospel grace. 
Though types and shadows veil'd his face, 

^now, in open Vmon, >n^ 
unveiVd in Jesvxa ?.^c. 
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HYMN CCXLHI. L. M. 

The Welcome Guest, 

1 THE welcome guest, at Jesu*s board, 
Is one who loves his suffering Lord, 
Who through the sign the substance sees 
His bloody sweat and agonies. 

2 Unworthy of the crumbs withal, 
That from the master's table fall, 
Though cold his head, or torn with care, 
He*s sure to find a welcome there. 

3 Come, sinner, eat, nor longer dream 
Of worth, or worthiness but him, 
"Whose priestly vest of bloody hue 
Makes thee all fair and welcome too. 

4 "Why stand aloof? Draw near the board. 
Weep o'er the suff 'rings of thy Lord, 
Which soul and body bore for thee, 

, And say, Why me, O Lord, why me ? 

5 He took the cup, he pledg'd his bride» 
By God the Father sanctified. 

Of every kindred, clime, and tongue. 
Who from the loins of Adam spnmg. 

6 Jesus ! thy love, what thought can soar. 
To reach the height, or depth explore ? 
In wonder lost, we bless thy name. 
And humbly eat the Paschal Lamb. 

HYMN CCXLIV. c. m. 

Christ all and in all, 

1 SAY, ye whose hopes are placed alone. 
Where ev'ry hope should be. 
On Christ, the sure fo\xiida\AOTk-%Vssifo 
For immortality. 



I 
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2 Say, while ye on those glories gaze, 

Which centre all in him, 
How dark the sun's meridian blaze. 
And all beside how dim. 

3 Set up from everlasting he, 

His mystic body's head, 
Slain in the Father's great decree, 
Before the heavens he spread. 

4 His beauties to the Greek unknown, 

Though fam'd for wisdom he. 
And to the Jew a stumbling-stone. 
Yet all in all to thee. 

5 As Alpha in his righteousness. 

Which makes thee fair to view. 
In his atoning blood no less. 
Thy soul's Omega too. 

6 Say, did he in thy deep distress. 

E'er turn his heart from thee ? 
In thy sad state of hopelessness. 
Guilt, death, and enmity ? 

7 'Tis bliss that fills, but never cloys 

These beauties to survey. 
While earth with all her golden toys. 
Like shadows pass away. 



HYMN CCXLV. s. m. 
Jesus the Morning Star, 

1 THROUGH deserts dark as night. 
From heav'n their home afar, 
To guide the Zioiv liaVYlet Tv^t^ 
Hovsr sweet the ^oxivm^ ^\»x» 
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2 Through griefs, and groans, and sighs. 

They plod their weary way, 
Till he, the Morning Star, arise. 
And sheds celestial day. 

3 When foes and fears combined, 

Have like a host come on. 
Thou hast, to cheer the drooping mind, 
O ! Star of Jacob, shone. 

4 Of thee the Prophets told, 

Thou source of light divine. 
Let us thy glory now behold, 
O ! Star of Jacob, shine. 

5 Before thy sacred feet. 

The eastern sages bow. 
And pay their gold and odours sweet. 
Great Star of Jacob thou. 

6 There would I gaze ¥dth them. 

And pay my off 'ring too. 
Before die Star of Bethlehem, 
And love as angels do. 

7 Too oft I follow thee. 

Like Peter, Lord, afar ; 
Yet still thy face I long to see. 
Thou bright, thou Morning Star I 



HYMN CCXLVI. sevens. 

Spiritual Bondage. 

1 'TIS the voice of deep distress, 
Jesus, hear the prisoner's cry ; 
Boimd in fetters, I'm no \eaa. 
Id the dungeon, LiOtd, \^e. 

2 ii 



fiYMN CCXLVII. I.. M, 
Moses in the Sock. 
i God, o'er all aupremely blest, 
tifees onci made this great request : 
ft me, O Lord, thy glory see, 
iB &VDur, O, vouchsafe to me. 

B Wbom the Lord of Lords replies, 
\lLt right in death would seal thine eyes 
"^this in lovtt I grant to ihee, 
U ahalt alone my back part see.* 

P pUce thee in the Hoek on high, 
-c shall my glory pass thee by, 
a thence ihou shall this glory see, 
E buiuan form reveal'd to thee. 

will I show with milder blaze, 
fe which tlie wond'ring angels gaze, 
las in human flesh airay'd, 
I^se hands the earth's foundation laid, 

IS Christ, and him alone, 
a the Godhead's fulness shone, 
P^who see what Moses did, 

*elf-sftme Rock be hid. 

1, Lord, thou canst thy glory shew, 
L}lu8es did, behold we do : 

± thy feet ; O grant that we, 
"m> may now thy glor^ *^^' 
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2 Thus the Son of Jesse pray'd : 

Bring my soul from prison. Lord ; 
In the dust my harp is laid, 
Sorrow sits on every chord. 

3 Once the cheerful dance I led, 

Holy fire awoke the song ; 
Now, alas ! my joys are fled. 

Guilt has noiade my fetters strong. 

4 Thou canst hid the captive rise. 

Wide unfold the prison door, • 
Say, with pity in thine eyes. 
Go in peace, and sin no more. 

5 Did the chains at thy control, 

From the hands of Peter fly ? 
O 'tis midnight with my soul. 
Bound in fetters. Lord, am I. 

6 Let the smilings of thy face. 

Once again my spirit cheer, 
Dungeon glooms my soul embrace. 
Sighs and sobs are pris'ners' £Etre. 

7 Didst thou not on Calv'ry groan ? 

This I make my only plea ; 
Thou art that anointed One, 
Bom to set the captive free. 

8 Speak the word, my soul restore. 

From the pit the captive bring ; 
I'll thy wondtowa gtai&e tdiot^^ 
With thy saiata, tVj igntwofc* «ai%- 



I 

I 
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HYMN CCXLVII. l. m. 

Moses in the Rock. 

1 TO God, o'er all supremely blest, 
Moses once made this great request : 
Let me, O Lord, thy glory see, 
This favour, O, vouchsafe to me. 

2 To whom the Lord of Lords replies, 
That sight in death would seal thine eyes, 
Yet this in love I grant to thee. 

Thou shalt alone my back part see.* 

3 I'll place thee in the Rock on high, 
There shaU my glory pass thee by. 
From thence thou shalt this glory see, 
In human form revealed to thee. 

4 There will I show with milder blaze, 
On which the wond'ring angels gaze, 
Jesus in human flesh array 'd. 

Whose hands the earth's foundation laid. 

5 That Rock was Christ, and him alone. 
In whom the Godhead's fidness shone, 
And all who see what Moses did, 
Must in the self-same Rock be hid. 

6 Here, Lord, thou canst thy glory shew. 
As Moses did, behold we do : 

Fall at thy feet ; O grant that we, 
Like him, may now thy g\oi^ ^fe^% 

* Exod., xxxiii., ^^, 



I 
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HYMN CCXLVIII. c. m. 

The Sinner weighed and found wanting* 

1 SEE Justice with impartial hands, 

She weighs the sinner fair ; 
If equal to the Law's demands, 
He finds salvation there. 

2 Plac*d in the halance, Justice cries, 

Behold, he*s wanting found ; 
In wild despair he lifts his eyes, 
AVhile Sinai roars around. 

3 Too light, too light, he still ascends. 

The Law still downward goes. 
The curse his soul asunder rends. 
Nor Moses help bestows. 

4 One mite of mercy now to save. 

He asks, but all in vain ; 
Justice her utmost due will have. 
The Law still sinks amain. 

5 Yet there is One whose matchless deeds 

Can raise the sinking beam, 
Who for transgressors intercedes, 
Look, sinner, up to him. 

6 When he drank up the bitter cup. 

Beneath the Father's frown, 
The holy law at once went up. 
And his obedience down. 

7 This made at once the sinner weight. 

Did peace w\tVv Yvea^'w restore, 
Paid down the l^aw \\» \xVmo?\. m\\,^^ 
And Justice asVd tvo mote. 
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8 M^rcy and Truth each other kiss'd, 
With iPeace, in sweet accord, 
Justice the sinner then dismissed, 
And sheath*d her flaming sword. 



HYMN CCXLIX. r. m. 

Little Jacob, 

1 BY whom shall Jacob rise, 

And take the sword in hand ? 
Cast to the ground he lies, 

His foes exulting stand : 
By him who built the earth and skies. 
Shall Jacob fallen yet arise. 

2 The conflict to maintain. 

He'll gird the armour on, 
Grace shall victorious reign, 

Until the battle's won. 
To shield, where thickest danger flies, 
And Jacob fallen still shall rise. 

3 Though but a feeble worm. 

And sorely wounded too. 
Yet see what Jacob's arm 

Through mighty ccrace can do ; 
On Israel's God his hope relies. 
By him alone shall Jacob rise. 

4 To him that falls alone. 

Has been denounc'd a woe. 
But Jacob when o'erthrown. 

As yet was never so : 
There's one at hand, vf\\o Yv^"^ ^^^^"^> 
By him alone shall 3acob i\>be. 

•2 A a 
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5 To thee, O Jacob's God, 

My hiding-place and tow'r, 
My shield and safe abode, 

In every trying hour ; 
All weakness, and all helpless I, 
To thee, my rock, for shelter fly. 



HYMN CCL. c. M. 

The Prayer of Jabez. 

1 TO IsraeFs God who bow*d his ear, 

And granted his request, 
Jabez presents his humble prayer. 
And was divinely blest. 

2 'Twas through the Mediator's blood, 

That he approached his throne, 
And all who find access to God, 
Come in this way alone. 

3 Thus Jabez pray*d the God of grace, 

And did his suit obtain. 
Who never said to Jacob's race. 
Seek ye my face in vain. 

4 My heart, the seat of thine abode, 

I dedicate to thee, 
" Keep me from evil, O my God, 
And evil keep from me." 

5 Thy promised blessing we implore, 

In every need tVve same, 
^ And humbly ask at mcxcf?* <^^ow, 
^^ ^J'hc gift in Jcsvv'b uatvxe. 
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C What sound can better please thy ears, 
Than his atoning blood, 
Who now before the throne appears, 
Our great High Priest with God ? 

7 His groans and his high priestly prayers, 
We make our only plea : 
O God of Jacob, bow thine ears. 
While we attempt to pray. 



HYMN CCLI. c. M. 

The Testament Sealed, 

1 JESUS the great Testator's dead. 

Has made an end of sin ; 
To Zion let his will be read. 
There lines of love are seen. 

2 The witnesses have seal*d the same. 

Their record must be true, 
Sign*d both in God the Father's name, 
And God the Spirit's too. 

3 'Twas seal'd on that tremendous day. 

He Death himself destroyed. 
And who shall take the seals away. 
Or make the writing void ? 

4 Come, sinner, why of hope bereft. 

Hangs thy dejected head ? 
To thee a legacy he left, 

Come, eat the broken bread. 

5 Whate'er the great Testator will'd. 

Was in thy worthless name ; 
The tittles all must be ^vA^vW ^, 
And every jot ihi; i>iv\wc. 
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C The gall and wormwood mix'd by God, 
A portion due to thee, 
He drank, with body bath'd in blood. 
And soul in agony. 

7 Jesos, we bless thee in thy death. 
Thou hast our peace reveal'd, 
\\Tien in thy dear expiring breath. 
The testament was seal*d. 



HY^IN CCLII. SEVENS. 
The Way and the Fare of the Traveller to Zion, 

1 PILGRIM to the land of rest, 

Canaan flair beyond the skies. 

Through the desert oft distress'd. 

Where the fiery serpent flies. 

2 Zion's road's a chequer'd scene, 

Sorrows mingle with our joy, 
Lights and shadows intervene. 
Here a song, and there a sigh. 

3 Earth, 'tis but a howling waste. 

Storms of pungent sorrows blow. 
Waters bitter to the taste. 

From the brooks of Marah flow. 

4 Forward press through sore dismay, 

Griefe, and groans, and heavy woes. 
Flame by night, and shade by day. 
Still the cloudy pillar goes. 

5 See the wat'ry deep divides, 

Pharaoh's host to bury there. 
Still the flaming p'\\iaT ^uv^e^> 

Leads the van, aivd ^uai^N^Mix^i^x. 



k 
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6 Thus the dreary path they trod, 

FoUow'd still the cloud and flame, 
Murmured oft against their God, 
We, alas ! have done the same. 

7 Did they kiss their calves of gold. 

Bow, and shameful homage pay ? 
Let it ne*er in Gath be told. 
We have kiss*d them every day. 

8 Thou art still our covenant God, 

Let thy guiding pillar show, 
While we tread the self-same road. 
Where to. stand, and when to go. 

9 EschoPs clusters we have eat. 

Sweet their taste, their number few. 
Lord, thy visits now repeat, 

While we pass the desert tlirough. 

1 Soon with yonder blood-bought crowd. 
We shall sing on Canaan's shore. 
Songs of triumph, sweet and loud. 
War with Amalek no more. 



HYMN CCLIII. p. M. 

The Dying Thief. 

1 WHO is it thus that turns his eyes 

To Jesus on the tree ? 
Who to the friend of sinners cries, 
O Lord, remember me ? 

2 Let mighty grace for ever reign. 

The dying thief, 'tis he, 
WliHe sinking to eternal ^a.\xv. 
That cries, remember rcve. 
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3 O dying love, mysterious grace ! 

So fijJl, so rich, so free, 
What thought thy heights or depths can reach ? 
He cries, remember me. 

4 Look on the wretch, whose hopes alone, 

With joy thy face to see. 
Hang on thy dear expiring groan, 
O Lord, remember me. 

5 Hast thou not for the sinner bled, 

This is my only plea ; 
Thou Holy Lamb, to slaughter led, 
Then, O remember me. 

6 Did Justice smite with iron rod, 

In sad Gethsemane, 
Thy spotless soul, then, O my God ! 
My God ! remember me. 

7 Thus with the d3dng thief, in death. 

As vile and foul as he. 
We'll join in one united breath, 
And cry, remember me. 



HYMN CCLIV. p. M. 

The Cross-handed Blessing, 

WHEN good old Jacob blest the seed 
From Joseph's loins who came, 

He crossed his withered hands, we read. 
And God has done the same. 



\ 



2 Thou God of Israel's chosen race. 
Whose sina deserve t\i^ frown, 
Oft thou hast sent t\iy m\ve«.V %xiwi.^ 
In cross-hand b\ess\Tv^^ ^o^xv. 
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3 Crosses each day, with trials hot. 

The Christian's path has been. 
And who has found a happy lot, 
Without a cross therein ? 

4 In Job's affliction who can doubt. 

Though neither small nor few, 
That God there dealt a blessing out, 
And that cross-handed too. 

5 Cross-handed came the blessing down 

On Israel's hoary head. 
When Joseph's bloody coat was shown. 
As number'd with the dead. 

6 Not so, my father, oft we say, 

This pain, this grief remove ; " 
Too blind to fathom wisdom's way, 
Or think 'tis sent in love. 

7 The cov'nant has a smarting rod, 

To make our Sonship clear. 
And though 'tis sealed by oaUi and blood, 
There's cross-hand blessings there. 

8 O Grod, we fall before thy feet. 

Adore thy wondrous ways, 
Who makes our bitter portions sweet, 
And turns our groans to praise. 



HYMN CCLV. c. m. 

Zion a Garden enclosed, 

1 ZION is a garden planted, 

Wall'd on every side we know ; 
Ev'ry coy'nant blessing vvanVi^^^ 
Jesus will on her be&tcnr. 
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2 Oft he takes his walks around her, 

With delight her fragrance smells ; 
Once a barren heath he found her. 
Now she Eden's bow'rs excels. 

3 From all danger ever keeping 

Every plant in grace that T)lows ; 
Safely waking, safely sleeping, 
Earth and hell in vain oppose. 

4 What shall hurt, or who distress thee. 

Or thy walls of fire break through ? 
Showers of genial rain shall bless thee, 
Morning suns and evening dew. 

5 'Tis his own, he dearly bought her, 

What she cost he only knew ; 
Through the pains of hell he sought her. 
Paid in blood her ransom too. 

6 WintVy blasts may check her blooming, 

Sorrow sit on every bed ; 
Then alas ! no more perfuming. 
Lilies drop their spotless head. 

7 But, the vernal gales returning, 

Joy and gladness shall be seen ; 
Then no more in sackcloth mourning, 
Rob'd afresh in living green. 

8 Soon thy heritage to glory. 

Shall by thee transported reign ; 
Flow'ring shrubs, and cedars hoary, 
Ne'er to blast a leaf again. 

9 There no more by tempest blighted,. 
While eternal ages run ; 

With thy sacred beaxns ^fe>A!^\^^ 
lus their etemB^ ^xxiv. 
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HYMN CCLVI. L. M. 

The Humble shall he exalted. 

1 ONCE, in the temple, there were seen 

Two sinners pleading with their God ; 
One told the Lord how good he'd been, 
The other pleads atoning blood. 

2 No " God I thank thee** fouls his tongue, 

A sink of sin his heart appears ; 
His chains of guilt, alas ! were strong, 
And sins more num*rous than his hairs. 

3 Naked before his God he stands. 

His carnal weapons fail, we see ; 
Upon his breast he lays his hand, 
With " God be merciful to me.** 

4 Harden*d in sin, the other stood, 

A fallen reptile, proud and base ; 
He made no plea of Jesu*s blood. 

Too proud to stoop to soy*reign grace. 

5 His righteous deeds he counted o*er, 

Fasting, and prayers, and duties done ; 
And thought by this vain worthless score, 
Eternal life was surely won. 

6 Thus he attempted heay*n to win, 

But storm*d her pearly gates in vain ; 
Clad with self-righteousness and sin. 
He there no entrance could obtain. 

HYMN CCLVII. p. M. 

Assurance. 

1 GOD himself is my saWa^loxi) 
This my happy soul can. ^a^ , 

.2 B 
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Free from every condemnation, 
Christ hath bore my sins away ; 

Living waters 
From this sacred well I draw. 

2 From this sacred fount proceeding, 

Flow the streams of peace and joy, 
All the depths of sin exceeding, 
Spreading wide, and rising high ; 

Abba Father, 
Oh ! how sweet the sacred sound. 

3 Thousands in the fold of Jesus, 

This attainment ne*er could boast ; 
To his name eternal praises, 
None of these shall e*er be lost ; 
Deeply 'graven 
, On his hands their names are found. 

4 In this mirror let me view thee, 

Jesu*s righteousness and blood, 
And in all approaches to thee. 
Let me touch this sacred flood ; 

Thou my off 'ring. 
Shall like sweet perfume arise. 



HYMN CCLVIII. p. M. 

The Same. 

Y£ favoured in Zion, 

Enabled to say, 
" My sins, by my Saviour, 

Were all done away ;" 
This blessing of blessings, 

Bequeatb'd unto you. 
Is soug\it fot \>^ taaa^. 

But found \>^ a» fe^ • 
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2 While you are exulting 

In God as your own, 
And see your salvation, 

As firm as his throne, 
The weakling in Zion, 

Still sinking with fear. 
Is stumbling and halting 

'Twixt doubt and despair. 

3 Yet, glory to Jesus, 

Our Shepherd and Friend, 
The sheep of his pasture 

His arm shall defend ; 
Their hope it may waver, 

Their faith become dim. 
Yet hell shall ne'er sever 

His people from him. 

HYMN CCLIX. p. M. 

^0 admission of WorTcs^ nor rejection of Sinners, 

1 FREE Grace is my theme. 

And Jesus my Lord, 
By glorified saints 

And seraphs ador'd ; 
My soul's great salvation, 

Who bled to redeem ; " 
Throughout the creation, 

There's nothing like him. 

2 As sheep from the fold, 

I wander'd from God, 
Was under sin sold, 

A stranger to blood ; 
Could God, and bia \3Me«t\}\vvs\«^^ 

With boldness de£^ •, 
Yet now, by the \AocA oi 

The cov'nant Vjtow^^ Ti\^- 



280 

3 IVe nothing to boast. 

Without or within, 
A worm of the dust, 

Polluted by sin ; 
Yet glory to Jesus, 

My sin-bearing Lamb, 
For 'tis of his goodness 

I am what I am. 

4 Transgressor's my name. 

My sins I'll confess. 
With sorrow and shame, 

Yet him will I bless, 
Who once for transgressors 

Expir'd on the tree, 
Made Wisdom and Righteousness 

E'en unto me. 

5 In deed, word, or thought, 

I always oiFend, 
And therefore have nought 

Whereon to depend ; 
Yet, wrapp'd in that vesture 

Which Jesus hath wove. 
My soul, without blame. 

Stands before him in love. 

6 No longer my own 

I count myself now, 
But low at his throne, 

A sinner 1 bow; 
My sins and my sorrows 

Befoxe \v\Tn. I'Vl s^itead. 
And p\ace, VyXVv ie\o\e\\vw. 

The crovjw oxv \>as V^^^. 
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HYMN CCLX. c. m. 
The Jewels gathered in, 

1 IT is the angel's voice, who stands 

Upon the sea and shore, 
Who thus in solemn sound demands, 
That time shall be no more. 

2 His jewels now from earth's dark womb 

Are gathered to the skies ; 
The solemn sound breaks up the tomb, 
Behold the dead arise. 

3 Jewels they were in his account, 

He loved them, dead in sin ; 
Some think, but not to that amount, 
Till grace their hearts should win, 

4 Why not ? he saw them in his Son, 

Without a spot, all fair, 
Where beauty in perfection shone. 
And no where else but there. 

5 He saw them sunk in deep distress. 

Though in their native ore ; 
E'en then he loved them ne'er the less, 
Nor could he love them more. 

6 Not all that does with lustre shine 

Are jewels found to be ; 
The tares and wheat on earth combine, 
Yet each are known to thee. 

7 JeweJs that shall adorn Yv\% exov^xv^ 

Who as their surety sloo^ \ 

2 B 3 
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He paid in death their ransom down, 
When he the wine-press trod. 

8 O happy day, when round his throne 

His jewels shall appear, 
And not a vacant throne be known 
Without a jewel there. 

9 And shall this worthless name of mine 

Amongst them numbered be ; 
A sinner saved by grace divine, 
A jewel bought by thee ? 



HYMN CCLXI. p. M. 
A Welcome to the Lord*s Table. 

1 WHILE to never ceasing praises 

Angels strike their harps on high. 
Welcome to the fold of Jesus, 
We, the church on earth, reply. 

2 Dost thou by hi^ blood and merit 

Hope with joy his face to see. 
Welcome, says the bride and spirit, 
To the table spread for thee. 

3 Tell, O tell, how Jesus sought thee, 

WandVing to eternal woe ; 
To that precious blood that bought thee. 
Let thy praise for ever flow. 

4 In his arms securely folding. 

Till lie bids t\\ee \veYiQ,ft lewave^ 
Wliere with Joy \u* ?ae(i\ieV^^\\v^, 
Thou sliall ^uv'iTAcxwvxW.w^, 
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5 Is he in thy estimation, 

Sinner, worthy to receive 
All the glory of salvation. 
To him all the glory give. 



HYMN CCLXII. c. m. 

The Cruel Watchman, 

1 AT midnight hour, without a guide, 

The city wand'ring round. 
The watchman found the lonely bride. 
And asked her whither bound. 

2 Thus far he did the friendly part, 

Nor does his trust betray. 
Till from her face with callous heart. 
He tore the veil away. 

3 And did the guardian of the night, 

Such rudeness thus display, 
The spouse of Jesus thus to smite. 
And tear the veil away ? 

4 Why not in words of gentle tone. 

And not in sounds severe, 
Ask of the virgin why alone 
At midnight hour so drear ? 

5 Demand, but not with angry breath. 

Of her the countersign ; 
And if she lisp but Shibboleth, 
She's of the covenant line. 

Saw ye my love, she sa\(\., ^^^sa Vj ^ 
And did those words oIK^xvd \ 
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Say, watchman, cruel watchman, why 
The veil asunder rend. 

7 Let not the veil thy wrath excite, 

Or terror clothe thy brow ; 
Know, watchman, *tis a Child of Light, 
That walks in darkness now. 

8 To Christ betrothed, a virgin chaste, 

Long ere her sins he bore ; 
The veil that hides her lovely face. 
No harlot ever wore. 

9 Ah ! cruel watchman, such there are. 

Who compass Zion's walls ; 
With unrelenting hands who tear 
The veil from virgin souls. 

10 O spare the veil, *twas for her wrought 

By Jesus on the tree, 
When he the sword of Justice smote. 
Her wedding-dress to be. 

1 1 Her wand'ring, as a watchman chide. 

Nor let thy pity fail ; 
But aid, O aid, the lonely bride. 
And spare, O spare, the veil. 



HYMN CCLXIII. c. m. 

Preaching Peace by Jesus Christy 

1 OF whom but Jesus to the lost 
Should Zion's heralds tell ? 
Who saves unto the uttermost 
The ransom' d race from hell. 

2 Of v/hom but Yiim ^^'\vo lox V\^Vcv^^ 
Engaged her deUs Vo Y*^^ 
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Who when the jav'lin pierc'd his side, 
Bore all her »ins away, 

3 *Twas he of whom the prophet spake, 

Awake, O dreadful sword. 
And vengeance on the Shepherd take ; 
My fellow, saith the Lord. 

4 The gall and wormwood mix'd by God, 

In sad Gethsemane, 
He drank when he the wine-press trod. 
For thee, my soul, for thee. 

5 His mighty love exceeds all praise, 

His name all else excels, 
In whom to everlasting days 
The Godhead fulness dwells. 

6 Thus let the heralds of his grace, 

The wide creation through, 
Proclaim to man*s self-ruin'd race 
A theme for ever new. 



HYMN CCLXIV. p. m, 

the tune of "Poor Mary Ann," which the Author 
has ever considered a most beautiful composition. 

1 'TIS the Church triumphant singing, 

Worthy the Lamb ; * 
Heav*n throughout with plaudits ringing, 

Worthy the Lamb. 
Thrones and powers before him bending. 
Odours sweet with voice ascending 
Sw^eJJ the cliorus T\e\eT ^w^vcv" ". 

^Vorthy the LAxnb. 
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2 Ev'ry kindred, tongue, and nation, 

Worthy the Lamb ; 
Join to sing the great salvation, 

Worthy the Lamb. 
Loud as mighty thunders roaring, 
Floods of mighty waters pouring. 
Prostrate at his feet adoring : 

Worthy the Lamb. 

3 Harps and songs for ever sounding. 

Worthy the Lamb ; 
Mighty grace o'er sin abounding. 

Worthy the Lamb. 
By his blood he dearly bought us ; 
Wand'ring from the fold he sought us. 
And to glory safely brought us : 

Worthy the Lamb. 

4 O'er sin, death, and hell victorious. 

Worthy the Lamb ; 
At his resurrection glorious, 

Worthy the I^amb. 
On the tree no more suspended, 

There he our salvation ended. 
And in glorious pomp ascended ; 

Worthy the Lamb. 

5 Sing with blest anticipation 

Worthy the Lamb ; 
Through the vale of tribulation. 

Worthy the Lamb. 
Sweetest notes, all notes excelling. 
On the theme fox ever dwelling, 
Still untold, t\\ou^\v e\ex \.e^YCi^\ 

Worthy t^ela^mXi. 
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HYMN CCLXV. p. m. 
The Nativity of Christ. 

1 HOW sweet the notes of yonder choiri 
How Gabriel's theme their hearts inspire^ 

The subject so divine : 
To Zion*s daughters now declare, 
For you is bom the promis'd heir 

Of David's royid line. 

2 *Tis not the noise of war we hear, 
Nor garments roll'd in blood we fear, 

On ttiis auspicious mom ; 
Judgment and mercy both conspire 
Witi^ love to set our souls on fire : 

" To us a child is bom." 

3 In David's city long foretold, 
The Son of David now behold, 

Desire of nations he ; 
The Mighty God, the Prince of Peace, 
Whose government shall never cease. 

In Bethrhem's babe we see. 

4 Tis " God with us Emanuel," 

With new strung harps the tidings sweU ; 

He'll bring his banish'd home. 
The once lov'd nation's sceptres broke, 
Fulfill'd the words the prophet spoke. 

The gathering Shiloh's come. 

5 As Jacob's star behold him shine. 
As Israel's sceptre all divine ; 

" His own receives him not ;" 
Yet in his temple shall he stand, 
A priest with incense mYd^\i»xA^ 

To plead for thoae \ve \io\x^\.» 
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6 Then catch the notes of yonder choir^ 
That Hst'ning seraphs may admire 

How love our hearts inflame ; 
And since " to us a child is hom/*^ 
Well sing on this auspicious morn,. 

That Jesus is his name. 

I claim no merit for the above ; it is an orijg^al, and as 
my own Hymns did not extend to the end ofthe sheet, it 
was thought advisable to fill it up rather than leave the page 
blank. J. £L 



END OF THE HYMNS. 
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FALL AND RESTORATION 



OP 



ZION, 

THE CITY OF GOD; 

A POEM, 
DEDICATED TO THE CITIZENS THEREOF. 



Glorious things tat spoken of thee, O City of Gkkl.— Ps. Ixxxvii., S 
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DEDICATION. 



Citizens of Zion, 

This little Poem, on the Fall and Restoration of the 
Church of God (compared, in the figurative language of 
Holy Writ, to a City), I humhly beg leave to dedicate to 
you. In it I have attempted, though in feeble verse, to 
say something of her ancient glory, and by whom she was 
most awfully overthrown; of her dimensions^ bulwarks^ 
battles, sieges, &c., together with the stability of that state 
to which she has been restored, to fall no more. The holy 
penmen, both of the Old and New Testament, have spoken 
of the Church of the living God under the similitude of s 
City ; and I believe Solomon spoke by the Spirit of Inspira- 
tion, and had an allusion to her fall in Adam, and recovery 
by Christ, in his 9th and 14th of Ecclesiastics. — " There was 
a little city, and a few men within it, and there came a 
great king against it, and besieged it, and built great bul- 
warks against it ; now there was found in it a poor wise 
man, and he, by his wisdom, delivered the city.*' May the 
reader forgive all that is amiss in it ; and if he be a Citizen 
of Zion, may he have grace given to walk worthy of that 
high vocation whereimto he is called. 

THE AUTHOR. 

Devonport, August 9, 1828. 



THE 

FALL AND RESTORATION OF ZION, 



Of Zion 1 sing ; she's the city of God, 
Whose fame is gone forth to die nations abroad : 
By him she was founded — the Ancient of Days* — 
The glory of grace everlasting to praise. 

Ere chaos to order his mandate ohey'd, 

Or the mountains and hills in his balance were 

weigh*d. 
Or the wide-spreading ocean was gauged in his 

hand, 
He had fix'd on the spot where the city should stand. 

At the birth of creation, when order was bom, 
Her glories shone forth as the rays of the mom ; 
Jehovah surveyed her, and call'd her all fair,-]- 
For beauty itself in perfection was there. 

The stars of the morning, those spirits so bright. 
With holy amazement were fiUM at the sight ; 
Hosannas aloud to the founder they sung, 
And heaven throughout with a jubilee rung. 

Yet still on a mutable basis she stood — 
The prophet's allusion to this will hold good — 
For man, though in honour, abode but a day. 
His glory soon pass'd as a vapour away.*^ 

' /m. xiv., 32. f Gen. \., SI. \ ^ ^"^ '^'^"*'^ 
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From the hand of his Maker all glorious he came, 
His knowledge was perfect, his love was the same; 
Yet, as mutable made, he was subject to err, 
Tho' he ne'er was deceived, as the Scriptures aver.* 

Deceived by the serpent — of God the cursed foe — 
The woman she was, but the man was not so ; 
He had wisdom supreme the result to foresee, 
Or in the transgression his will was not free. 

Thus stood the fair City, of whom is my song, 
Wliose mutable basis sustained her not long ; 
Blockaded by Satan, the parent of Sin, 
To him she surrender*d, and Death entered in. 

No promise to Adam was made, we are told, 
That God was his strength, and that grace should 

uphold ; 
For had that been the case, on the day that he fell, 
His oath must have failed and his promise as well. 

Creation at large by her fall was defaced. 
And lay all in ruins, a wide-spreading waste ; 
The garden of Eden had lost its per^mie. 
And sorrow and sadness wrapt all in a gloom. 

No longer let men of free agency boast. 
That glory departed with Adam the first ; 
AMth the chains of their sin they are fetter'd and 

bound. 
And another free agent will never be foimd. 

But wherefore she fell is a deep so profound. 
That no man or angel the bottom can sound ; 
A sea without bottom, brim, bank, or a shore: 
Then ask not the (\ue^l\oxv, but learn to adore. 
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Men have puzzled in vain to unravel the cause 
From whence or for why, moral evil arose, 
They wandered in darkness, and miss*d the true 

road: 
And who shall develope this mystVy of God ? 

No fowl of swift wing has the region explored, 
So deep are thy councils. Omnipotent Lord ; 
In darkness 'tis hid from the vulture's keen eye, 
And the whelps of the lion have ne'er pass'd it by.* 

Her wise Master-Builder, who pitied her woe. 
Who all things, the past and the future foresaw ; 
By infinite wisdom, that Grace might still reign, 
Adorn'd with new honours, hath raised her again. 

By wisdom unerring he drew the vast plan, 
Before he the work of creation began : 
'Twas order'd in all things by consummate skill, 
And stood on the Builder's immutable will. 

When Satan against her his force brought to bear, 
With Sin, Death, and Hell, all encamp'd in his rear, 
He did for a season the city subdue, 
Yet never accomplished the end in his view. 

Taken captive she was, and degraded went outf 
At the gate of fair Eden, there's no one can doubt; 
Nor colours, nor arms, were permitted to show, 
At once overwhelm'd with a dire overthrow. 

Free will. had command, and was chief on the -field, 
Tho' warmly opposed he was not forced to yield ; 
Himself and his soldiers he willfully sold : 
The day of decision this tale shall unfold* 

* Ji>i) xxxiil, 8. \ 0^vuV\\,,*I^^ 

2 c ,i 
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Not only took captive, but ransack*d as well, 
And millions lay dead on the day that she fell ; 
But Grace even then had secured to. its praise 
A number exceeding the sands of the seas.* 

In the Covenant stronghold, which could never be 

forced, 
They all lay concealed, a most numerous host ; 
The Lamb's book of life will the number declare, 
Of the remnant, according to Grace, that was 

there.f 

That golden-clasp'd volume, still hard by the throne. 
Committed to Jesus, he keeps as his own ; 
The Lion of Judah, the seven-fold seal 
Shall loose, and the will of the Father reveal. 

When John was in Patmos, the number he heard,;j! 
As vessels of mercy to glory prepared ; 
And he that disputes it should tremble with fear, 
With God he contends, tho' his name may be there. 

What mortal or spirit angelic can trace 
The heights, O Jehovah, or depths of thy Grace ? 
Thy wisdom hath Satan's designs overthrew ; 
The kingdom, the glory, and power is thy due. 

His forces were suddenly routed and spoiled — 
His engines of thunder against him recoiled — 
Ashamed and confounded his troops left the ground. 
And Jesus, sole victor, triumphant was crown'd. 

'Twas but for this purpose he left his abode, 
And on the swift wing of the Cherubim rode ; 
For thus 'twas predicted of Jesus alone — 
Jiis arm shaU fot e\eT Oaa lievil dethrone. 

* Bom. ix.,27. \ \!^cN.Y.^\.,*n. \^^h,^.,V 



295 

Then heaven's bright legion resounded his fame, 
In loud acclamation to God and the Lamb ; 
Thro* glory's bright portals they welcomed him in, 
With spoils in abundance from Death, Hell, and Sin. 

Here wonder, O Heavens ! the myst*ry is great, 
The council of hell did its counsel defeat ; 
For that which was meant as her final o*erthrow, 
Made way for Jehovah his glory to show. 

For now she's secur'd by Omnipotent hands. 
And firm as the throne of the Deity stands ; 
The bow in the cloud shows the oath which he swore. 
To love and defend her till time is no more.* 

O Zion, what foes shall against thee conspire ? 
Thy walls are salvation, thy bulwarks are fire ! 
No more shall the tempter effect thy o'erthrow, 
Till love everlasting a period shall know. 

When the wide-spreading deluge swept all things 

away, 
She stood in the wreck of that terrible day ; 
And when the vast globe shall be delug'd by fire. 
Amidst that destruction she'll stand as entire. 

On Jesus she stands — and for ever stands fast — 
The Alpha, Omega, the first and the last ; 
The deep-rooted mountains shall sink in the sea, 
This Hock of all Ages will never give way. 

Had she stood on St. Peter, St. Paul, or Pope Joan, 
Or aught you can name save the chief Corner 

Stone, 
Unable the prowess of Hell to withstand. 
Would have sunk like the house that was built qxl 

the sand. 

* GeT^.,\x.,\Ae, 
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This city is built both for beauty and strength, 
The height, depth, and breadth,*are the same as 

the length ;* 
Whoe'er with the line her dimensions shall try, 
Will find her on all sides as square as a die. 

Great Babylon's glory— of cities the first — 
Compared with her splendour, must sink in the dust; 
Such order and beauty appear through the whole, 
No city is like her from pole unto pole. 

Her windows are agates, refulgent they blaze— 

Her carbuncle portals fill all with amaze — 

Her pavement in splendour outshines the sun's 

flame — 
Her light is the Lamb, and her temple the same.f 

Prophetic Isaiah her glories foretold. 
He sung of her walls and her bulwarks of old ; 
Her beauties from far was indulg'd to survey. 
And her king, at whose glory he fainted away. 

Her charter is Grace — 'tis engraven in gold — 
The whole it contains there's no tongue can unfold ; 
Confirm'd by Jehovah, the Great and Most High, 
By council, and oath, and the bow in the sky. J 

What charter on earth can with Zion's compare ? 
E'en Rome in its glory, when Caesar reign'd there ; 
Such blessings immortal were never convey'd. 
By signing the charter at fam'd Runnymede. 

Her freemen have rights which none other can 

boast, 
E'en Adam the first, ere fair Eden was lost ; — 
The same at no rate can they forfeit or sell. 
The cJiarter in all tVitv^s \s oi^et'^^Q weU. 
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Yet the caution is ne*er out of season, take heed, 
To him that's a freeman of Zion indeed ; 
For though to perdition he never shall fall. 
He may taste for his sin of the wormwood and gall. 

Men against it a thousand objections may raise. 
And say, * If *tis thus, we may do as we please ;* 
But he tiiat does evil that good may ensue, 
Receiving damnation, has only his due. 

Such logic was hatch*d in the bottomless pit. 
By the parent of lies, not deficient in wit ; 
This brat of his making, let who will maintain, 
To the pit of perdition we'll send it again. 

*Tis a freedom that binds with the soft cords of love, 
And this there are thousands in Zion to prove ; 
But he that this truth shall resist or gainsay. 
Has never his freedom took up to this day. 

"WTiate'er he may boast, or whatever avow. 

In fetters of darkness he's held until now, 

And never receiv'd as a vassal to sin. 

The little white stone with a new name therein.* 

Zion ! thy Founder, eternally blest. 

Hath deck'd thee with honours and nam'd thee 

his rest ; 
Hath lov'd thee, hath blest thee, and crown'd 

thee withal. 
And round thee salvation hath placed as a wall. 

What evil shall hurt thee, what pow'r thee destroy ? 
Thou envy of devils, of angels the joy : 
Shall pestilence, famine, with peril or sword ? 

1 am to defend thee, thy shield, saith t\v^ IjsiAX 



1 
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The name of the City, which stands o'er the gate. 
The sage antiquarian has failed to translate ; 
The characteM doubtless imperfect appear, 
But the prophet thus reads it — Jehovah is there.* 

No other as monarch her subjects will own, 
Set up for dominion as king on the throne ; 
The triple crown'd pontiff and cardinals all. 
With Babylon's harlot before him shall faiXL 

No taint of defilement, pollution, or sin. 
The City so holy shall enter therein ; 
No sickness or sadness their bliss shall annoy, 
Eternally bathing in rivers of joy. 

The life-giving river (which comes from the 

throne 
Of God and the Lamb) clear as crystal has flown ; 
All health to the City these waters convey, 
And death and the curse waft for ever away. 

Munitions of rocks, as the prophet hath said, 
At all times defend her from danger and dread ; 
In the clefts of Omnipotence — ^hark, how they 

sing ! — 
So blest is the City where Jesus is king. 

When famine around her destruction shall spread, 
The promise secures both her water and bread ; 
The flint shall yield water her thirst to supply. 
While the life-giving manna descends from the sky. 

Around to defend her by night and by day, 
Encampments of angels continually lay ; 
All mighty in battle and swift as the wind. 
Each one has his staWoiiXi^ Jesus assigned. 
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Tliese vigils in safeguard tlie City shall keep, 
From danger defend her, awake, or asleep ; 
Yea, each that*s a heir of salvation,.! ween, 
Has an angel that guards him from danger unseen.* 

Her chariots for battle stand ready prepared — 
A thousand times ten was the number I heard — 
Which move at command with their wheels as of 

flame. 
All chariots of God, and Salvation by name. 

The moat that surrounds her, historians declare. 
Is deep as the gulf of eternal despair ; 
And he who by scaling attempts her to win, 
A thousand to one but he headlong falls in. 

Her watchmen by night for her safety go round. 
Demanding the watch-word of all who are found ; 
But if the parole is not duly exprest, 
The party so took are put under arrest. 

Their language is Canaan's, the young and the old. 
Such wonders of whom have in story been told ; 
No stranger can Shibboleth speak to this day,-!* 
The native of Ashdod his speech will betray. J 

These watchmen who stand on her wall night and 

day, 
No bribe shall induce them their trust to betray ; 
Allegiance to Jesus they solemnly swear. 
And watchful and bold is the motto they bear. 

Whene'er they discern the approach of the foe. 
An alarm with the trumpet of silver they blow : 
The sound is most certain, distinct, and so clear. 
That each for the battle himself may prepare. 

• Acta xiL, 15. f Judges xii., 6. \ ^^\Nsm. ^xvw.^*^ 
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Yet others there are, and *tis sad to relate, 
Who sound no alarm though the foe's at the gate ; 
Each one fiast asleep at his post you may find ; 
And woe to that city whose watchmen are blind. 

The wall of this City, Salvation is named« 
For twelve huge foundations so mightily famed ;* 
Cemented so firm, that entire they'll be found, 
When Egypt's old pyramids fall to the ground. 

In Truth's fairest volume, which no one should 

doubt. 
Their beautifld order and names are laid out ; 
With di'mond, and topaz, and agates they shine — 
The record was written by John the Divine". 

The son of Perdition, with all the lost race — 
Some say have fell over this bulwark of grace — 
To the regions of sorrow he tumbled, we know, 
But his name on her records there's no one could 
show. 

Though Hell with its legions against her should lay. 
In number exceeding the sands of the sea, 
No breach in her walls shall they ever perform, 
Or make her surrender by siege or by storm. 

Her towers are lofty, are seen from afar. 
Her beauty in peace and her safeguard in war ; 
'Tis here when in danger her troops shall all fly, 
** The rock," said the Prophet, "that's higher 
than I." 

Here store of invincible cannon are placed, 
Which oft have the strongest entrenchment laid 

waste: 
Yea, such is the force of the shot they can throw. 
To kill with a dou\Ae desliwctiow the foe. 
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The first I BhaU name is the Word of the Lord, 
Of omnipotent strength, and abundantly stored ; 
Besieged in all ages, yet ne*er overthrown, 
The jots and the tittles stand firm as his tiiirone. 

The next is the fort of Invincible Grace, 
Of ample dimensions and firm on its base ; 
'Twas here that the shot was directed so well, 
As Jonah to fetch from the belly of hell. 

This fortress has cannon so mounted within. 
To cut all asunder 'twixt sinners and sin ; 
Whose sound, so tremendous, Manasseh could stuni 
And Saul too unhors*d as to hell he drove on. 

Another, the Saint's Perseverance they call. 
And this ia^by no means the least on her wall ; 
For he whose vocation by Grace is made known, 
Shall, looking to Jesus, hold out and hold on. 

His Wisdom, his Power, his Love, and his name, 
Are towers of height and dimension the same ; 
But language must fail the one half to disclose. 
How guarded she is on all sides from her foes. 

Then walk about Zion*s impregnable walls,* 
Consider the force of her powder and balls ; 
The strength of her bulwarks all others excels, 
With store in abundance of mortars and shells. 

Some builders unskilful, and those not a few. 

With the Founder find fault, and his workman- 
ship too ; 

" By odds, the foundation's too narrow," they 
cry, 

" The whole superstructure must fall by and by J' 

* Psalm xlVu\.,VI, 
2 B 
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With mortar untemper'd her walls they deface, 
A wretched compound of free-will and fi-ee*grace ; 
The Roman cement they are strangers unto, 
Yet still they are daubing, with Up and do, do. 

Yea, others there are who pretend to despise 
All merits, as wares of the father of lies ; 
Who fain for conditions their plea would put in. 
Which differ no more than Transgression from Sin. 

But all who are found such materials to use, 

ZerubbabePs wisdom insult and abuse ; 

'Tis mystical Babel or Jericho's ware. 

And whoever may doubt it, they still reside there. 

And as to her falling, *tis all a mere dream. 
As light as the bubble that floats on the stream ; 
The pillars of Heaven's high arch, on that day. 
Will crack, and the basis of Zion give way. 

Tis labour in vain when to Egypt they run 
For bricks to support her that's burnt in the sun ; 
Or on the foundation of Zion to lay 
I'heir good deeds, or bad deeds, of stubble and 
hay. 

The craftmen from Egypt or Workmonger's Hall, 
May dispute if they please, and contend for her 

f aU : 
" By Grace ye are sav'd," and this truth to deny, 
Is to credit St. Peter,* and give God the lie. 

The Temple of old, by King Solomon rear'd, 
The stones by the artist were duly prepar'd ; 
When brought to the building they fit to a haii>— 
The least alteration vfaa nesw made there. 
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Just 80 has our mighty Zerubbabel plann*d : 
Each stone is designed for the place it shall stand ; 
Made meet for the same by invincible Grace, 
No sound of the hammer is heard in the place.* 

In the quarry of nature he found them of cburse, 
And dug them from thence with omnipotent foice ; 
And the roughest were chosen, that boasting 

might be 
For ever cut off with a holy " Why me ?" 

Some indeed in the firont of the building have 

place, 
And shine to the praise of distinguishing grace ; 
Yet others there are, as ten thousand have been, 
Who appear at the best but a poor filler in. 

Be praise to the Founder etemaUy paid, 
The less with the greater, the building shall aid. 
Nor one with the rubbish be ever thrown out ; 
Then therefore, O little faith, why didst thou 
doubt ? 

Her warfare though finished, her foes are not slain. 
But often molest her again and again ; 
The World, Flesh, and Satan, Corruption and Sin, 
The worst of all traitors — and these are within. 

The nations around her combined to molest. 
Have oft rose against her with rage in thefir breast ; 
Till cover'd with shame from the contest they go, 
Convinc'd that this City no force can overthrow. 

Socinus the rebel stands first on the list. 
The Godhead of Jesus who dar'd to resist ; 
'Twas over this rock that he stumbled and feU, | 
And sunk with his legions at once into hell. ' '] 

* 1 Kings, N\.,7 . 
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His pride was so great that he would not submit 
To bow at His sceptre or fall at his feet ; 
To Reason he said Revelation should bow, 
And beyond it a tittle he would not allow. 

To raze her foundation he strove, but in vain ; 
*Tii said he at last was blown up in his train, 
The dreadful explosion was heard far and near : 
Let those in rebellion take warning and fear. 

Another there is, and he heads a large host, 
Who came, I believe, from the very same coast ; 
*Tis Arius by name, full of envy and spite. 
That limb of the devil, unwearied in fight. 

He tried her on all sides, aloft and below. 
And strove, but in vain, her foundations to blow ; 
His rams were too light her strong walls to impair. 
Though invented by Satan, that arch engineer. 

The end of the wretch, as historians relate. 
In the breast of her foes an alarm should create ; 
The stone by the prophet predicted of old,* 
Fell on him, and crush'd him to death, we are 
told. 

Had he fell on that stone, though his heart with 

the shock, 
As thousands have been, had to pieces been broke. 
There was hope in his end : but alas ! when he 

fell, 
That stone fell upon him, and sunk him to hell. 

Voltaire was an Atheist, gigantic in size, 
Field Marshal confess'd of the father of lies ; 
Against her he wasted his poisonous breath, 
iiiit at tJie name 3es\xa\ie U^Talaled in death. 
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A rebel he was and at war with the Lord, 
Despising at once both his sceptre and sword, 
And stood without hope on the confines of hell. 
Condemned by the book and the parchments as well* 

And woe be to him, for destruction's his end. 
Who 'gainst her in arms shall be found to contend ; 
'T were better by far he had never been born. 
For perish he must, as her Foimder hath sworn. 

Against her came Paine, arm'd with Reason, 'tis 

said, 
From the sole of the foot to the crown of the head ; 
But the sword of the Lord and of Landaff so bright, 
Cut his armour asunder and turn'd him to flight. 

His Reason, I fear, to perdition him led. 
With the curse of tlie Jest Book-f hung over his head ; 
For he that such daring presumption could shew. 
Has the regions of mercy already broke through. 

The Cordwainer,X too, threw his mite in the scale. 
Sword in hand he engag'd with this monster in mail ; 
The armour he wore was put on him I trow. 
By him who taught Judah the use of the bow.§ 

If learning be good as a handmaid to grace, 
Methinks it shone here with distinguishing rays ; 
For the queries he put, were such knots, by tlie by. 
Which Paine nor the devil himself could untie. 

The Tinker of Bedford, the Tentmaker Paul, 
The famous Coalheaver, and Howe, in the stall. 
Bore arms in the contest,were crown'd with applause 
And ne'er struck their colours in Zion's fair cai 

* The Law and Gospel. — 2 Tim. iv., 13. 

f His impiety led him to call the hook of 
" Solomon's Jest ]>ook." — Sve Bishop \Va\s<»u^& K*^% 

t The Rev. Samuel Drew, oV ^\. N.\\A\<i^ Vw^ 
HgH'mst him. § 2 Sam. \., AH. 

2 P :^ 
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In the legion of honour their names are enroll'd, 
With a host of fam*d worthies too great to be told ; 
AVhose weapons were mighty, through grace, to 

repel 
The wisdom of Athens, Greece, Rome, or of Hell. 

The wonders her troops in all ages have done, 
The battles they fought, and the victories won. 
Though not to be found upon holy record, 
Were written each one in the Wars of the Lord, 

That volume, now lost, was the true holy war, 
All human tradition surpassing by far ; 
'Twas writ by the finger that never could err, 
And 'tis to this book that the prophets refer. 

In the Tower of David hei arms are still seen,* 
Shields, helmets, and breast-plates, with sabres so 

keen ; 
All armour of proof, which was worn, we are told, 
By the valiants of Israel in warfare of old. 

Here's armour now rusty, tho' once bright and clean, 
Th' ofience of the Cross is the piece that I mean ; 
He's deem'd but a fool for the faith who contends, 
Since truth has with error shook hands and miade 
friends. 

The moment a soldier these arms shall receive, 
He's sworn that no quarter he'll take or he'll give ; 
He knows in this war no discharge is allow'd, 
Till the buckler and sword he exchange for the 
shroud. 

The more they are used in withstanding the foe, 
The keener their edge, and the brighter they glow; 
lint if in the tent they should rust and decay, 
i/e'Ji answer lor this m\\\ d ^Vo^^v^^ ofl^^'^j* 
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But numbers ^ould fail the achievements to tell, 
Of Gideon, of Barak, and Samson as well ; 
Whose lion-like spirits their host did inspire, 
For ever victorious through water and fire. 

Ten thousand in arms have been all put to flight, 
By one who was arm'd with the Lord as his might ; 
With lamps and with pitchers, in number but few 
Did Gideon the legions of Midian subdue. 

At the sound of their rams* horns, without shot 

or shell, 
In a moment the walls of old Jericho fell ;* 
The sun at their word ceas'd his course to pursue, 
While the stars in their courses their foes overthrew. 

Recruits from all quarters are daily brought in. 
Throughout the wide range of the Empire of Sin ; 
All comers are welcomed, in rags or in lace. 
The boimty*s immense, the reward of Free Grace. 

And when thus enlisted, though deep run in debt. 
Of royal donation this bounty they get — 
At the Lamb and his Cross tli* full tables are spread, 
With the banner of love waving over their head. 

Regimentals they wear from the top to the toe. 
The gift of the prince, and are whiter than snow ; 
In beauty surpassing the sun at noon-day, 
Which make the recruit and old soldier look gay. 

*Tis made of fine linen, it ne'er can be foul*d, 
*Tis wove without seam, and 'tis edg'd with fine 

gold ; 
The vestment of Aaron by far it excels, 
Adorn' d as with sapphires, pomegranates, 

bells. 




308 

Their captain they follow, and reap all his spoils. 
Each one has a crown, the reward of his toils ; 
All merit disclaiming, they bow, as 'tis meet, 
And cast, aU adoring, their crowns at his feet. 

In the fields of temptation he trains them for war, 
Where Death seems at hand, and all succours a&r ; 
And he that the name of a vet*ran has got, 
Has often been plac*d where the battle was hot. 

Deserters are many the army who leave, 
E'en though they enlist, and the bounty receive ; 
Yet such is the love of their captain and king. 
Such rebels safe home to his standard he'll bring. 

And when to the halberds with cords they are 

bound, 
His bowels of mercy towards them shall soimd ; 
For though as deserters he puts them to pain. 
He'll scourge them in love, and restore them 

again. 

Not one shall be miss'd at the final review 
Of numbers exceeding the drops of the dew ; 
CaiVd chosen, and faithful, that host was the same. 
The prophet, in vision, beheld with the Lamb.* 

Sought out and brought home, not a hoof left 

behind. 
By the methods which Infinite Wisdom design'd. 
No throne shall be vacant, but each one be there. 
His mansion to fill and his diadem wear. 

Ride on mighty Jesus, fresh honours achieve. 
The islands are waiting thy law to receive ; 
The converts of Grace at thy footstool shall bow, 
Thy arm is victorious, Almighty art thou. 
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With Zion triumphant, surrounding the throne, 
Thy militant Zion on earth is but one ; 
Death only divides her, and soon she'll remove, 
To be one with the Zion triumphant above. 

The rod of thy strength is from Zion gone forth, 
To the east and the west, with the south and the 

north, 
To bring from all kingdoms and climes yet untrod. 
The stones that shaU finish that myst*ry of God. 

And when the last vessel of Mercy's brought in, 
A trophy to Grace from the ruins of Sin, 
The angel that stands on the sea and the shore. 
Shall utter that sentence — *Let time he no more,* 

The planets no more in their orbits shall shine — 
The great orb of day shall no more pass the Line — 
The wheels of old nature no longer roll on — 
For Grace has completed the work she begun. 

'Tis finished ! 'tis finish'd ! redemption's complete ! 
The Lamb fills the throne, and the skies melt 

with heat ; 
Enveloped in flame, they depart as a scroll. 
While seven-fold thunders tremendously roll. 

But O ! what a shout will be heard through the 

sky. 
When the top-stone of Mercy is lifted on high ; 
When seraphs shall join with the blood-ransom'd 

throng, 
And " grace unto it," be the theme of the song. 

♦ Rev. X., 5. 
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BIBLE NUTS. 



WRITTEN TO A FRIEND, WHO SENT THE AUTHOR A 
COPY OF DR. hawker's LITTLE TRACT CALLED 



" BIBLE NUTS." 



The nuts that you sent me, kind sir, I receive, 
With thanks for the favour so free ; 

The kernels to many were sweet, I believe, 
For in fact they were such unto me. 

The gospel's a Held, where the man that is taught 
By the Spirit of Wisdom to plough, 

May turn up the furrows in deepness of thon^t, 
And 'tis such, and such only, know how. 

The Saviour of sinners in parables spake, 
Hard nuts to his hearers they were. 

Yet to his disciples their shells he did break, 
And held to instruction their ear. 

He told them that Grace was like yeast in the sack. 
Which leaven*d the whole of the meal ; 

The Scribes and the Doctors the nut could not crack. 
Nor the sweets of its kernel reveal. 

The first is an almond, I need not say why. 
As sweet to the taste as the smell : 

The same at no rate can a sinner e*er but/f 
Or, when drove to necessity, sell. 

But here let me hintf lest in praise of this nut 
I should make the wivcircumcised grin ; 
The father of lies t\\\s coYV5>U\xe\Aoxv x^iiy:^ \i.wl, 
'at — *' if Grace »o aV>o\xw^, \^^ ^^ *'^^'' 
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For thanks be to God, and the praise of his Grace, 

Since Jesus my ransom is found ; 
Amen to the man's condemnation I'll place, 

Who sins because Grace may abound. 

The nut that he gave Nicodemus was hard, 
Yea, as hard as a millstone to him ; 

I say not in cracking his grinders were marr'd 
But his optics were certainly dim. 

To the thing that was mean^,tho' his brain he might 
rack, - 

To a fool he shall prove but akin ; 
The nut was too hard for his wisdom to crack, 

For the womb he could not- enter in. 

But when to his chosen the truth he would show. 

And its mystical meaning explain, 
He said these hard nuts shall be crack*d unto you, 

But to others their shells must remain. 

The rest of the sample I found to be sweet, 

Not one had a hole in its shell ; 
But how with a cluster from Eshcol they eat, 

The pilgrim to Zion can tell. 

The Gospel's a free dispensation from God, 

From love everlasting it came ; 
Yet its glories to thousands will ever seem odd, 

For there's many hard nuts in the same. 

May his labours of love be abundantly blest, 
By Jehovah, the Great O^e in Three ! 

And whilst he is cracking these nuts in the West, 
May the kernels be sweet unto thee. 



aia 



HARMONY 

AMONGST 

THE BUILDERS OF ZION. 



To build a mansion of stupendous frame, 
That should immortalize the Founder's name. 
And far and wide, his matchless skill display, 
While everlasting ages roll away, 
A mighty Builder, truly great and wise. 
Did of himself a wond'rous plan devise : 
Complete in every part, the same he drew, 
Each line was order, in perfection too : 
And having thus laid down the mighty frame, 
He chose his workmen to complete the same. 
But who they were that should the task fulfil. 
Was settled by the Foimder's sovereign will. 
Not men of science, but of knowledge small. 
From the plough tail, or from the cobbler's stall* 
Amos he call'd to leave the bleating herd. 
And from his nets a Peter he preferr'd ; 
Who from the fountain head of wisdom drew. 
That knowledge Rome nor Athens ever knew. 
Not many mighty, blest with talents rare. 
Lest with himself the glory they should share ; 
'Tis true this mighty Founder Uiought it meet. 
To call a workman from Gamaliel's feet : 
JBut what lie theie oViXaiiC^Xi^ \o^l and pain, 
Jesii*s footstooV Yie wx^ewriL ^ ^%i»xi. 
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And still he calls, as in the days of yore, 

Some who possess of Erudition store ; 

Some with lawn sleeves, yea; with a mitred brow, 

Are honoured as a first-rate workman now ; 

Learning is good, let none despise the same, 

Yet oft this handmaid makes a lordly dame ; 

As Pilate did, she's found the same to do, 

Write o*er the Saviour Greek and Hebrew too ; 

(Yet learning must to Grace at last submit, 

And place all knowledge underneath his feet.) 

To each a separate part he then assign*d, 

As most congenial to his noble mind. 

Some sought the solid rock, both firm and sure, 

That should the superstructure's weight endure. 

Of these methinks the chief was zealous Paul, 

Who on the Rock of Ages bottomed all. 

The Baptist in Judea's wilds who stood. 

Was deem'd, though rough, a workman truly 

good : 
Rough was his garment, and his thundering tongue. 
Far rougher than the garb which round him hung. 
All were not call'd the self-same work unto, 
Nor could the Mason's part the Joiner do. 

He by whose arm the mighty stones were hewn. 
Was ne'er design'd to deck the grand saloon ; 
And he who did the mighty fragment trim 
By rule and line, the Lord had need of him. 
Some wrought in wood, and others wrought in 

stone. 
Hand join'd in hand, for discord there was none. 
Each in his order mov'd, and all went fair. 
Some fill'd a small, and some a larger sphere. 

Charnock and Witsius, did tlira ^«t\.\Vxss^^ 
The Bedford Tinker Yiia, mOa. C^vJv^'^^x'^^"^ 

2 E 
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Whose little hut was stall and study too, "^ 

Where deep in thought the waxen thread he drew, > 
And for St. Paul, oftleft the fam*d Sir Hugh;_) 
Cursed by the Church, without her pale he died, 
Laid with transgressors by the highway side ; 
Peace to his shade, for what his hand has penn'd. 
Who left the Church at death a good wax end,* 
Some rear'd the scaffolds round the tow'ring walls, 
A needful part, design*d for climbing souls. 
Some did the walls with mortar plaster well, 
Yet few there are who in this art excel. 
But he who ne'er was taught the plast'ring art, 
Had him assign*d a more laborious part ; 
'Twas his to bear, and that with weary bones, 
From morn to dewy eye the rugged stones ; 
Nor was his labour unapprov'd of God, 
Sent not to plaster, but to bear the hod. 
Nor did the man in whose capacious mind. 
The whole five orders were at once combin*d, 
Despise his labour, who in humbler sphere, 
Did well the mortar for the work prepare. 
Some wrought with skill the narrow winding 

flues. 
Nor dare I here their smoky art abuse ; 
Some glaz'd the windows, others laid the floors, 
Some fram'd and hung the beauteous panneFd 

doors ; 
One this performed, another that, until 
The whole was fashioned to the Founder's wiH. 
Well pleas'd, the Master saw the work go on, 
Smird on his servants, said to each, ' Well done ;' 

♦ He wrote a vaVuaVAe ^\eee, %Tv\}\?^fc^**T\!kfi sufficient 
'^f the Spirit's teacVvmg, ml\vo>\V Vnxxvv^tvViitcotv^'V ^\c« 
<ince been revised, vj\\\v ?i ^^vwV aVRXOci oWvOaVt. 
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And from his hand received their full reward, 
Nor thought their pittance small, or labour hard. 

Thou God of order, and of truth no less, 
Look on thy Zion, and her builders bless ; 
Of ev*ry kindred, clime, and colour, who 
Thou hast appointed some small part to do. 
Give them one heart, one will, in sweet accord, 
To use the trowel, and the Spirit's sword. 
Six thousand years their race have nearly run, 
Since first thy hand the mighty work begun ; 
Though yet unfinished still thy temple grows. 
And shall, though earth combined vfiih hell oppose, 
Till the last topmost stone with shouts shall rise, 
To Thee, the Founder, God, the only wise. 
To whom aU honour, power, and glory's due, 
Salvation's Alpha, and Om£ga too. 
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SATAN NONSUITED, 

AND 

rHE REDEEMER GLORIFIED. 



« When the unclean spirit is gone out of a man, he walketh 
through dry places seeking rest ; And finding none, he saith, I will 
return to mine own house whence I came out." — Luks xi., 24. 



In the records of truth, we of Satan are told, 
That he left his own house for a season of old : 
As he left it the matter seems clear unto me, 
That he ne'er was cast out by a stronger than he ; 
For had that been the case, when his ramble was o'er 
He'd have found an invincible bolt on the door. 
He wander'd about seeking rest to obtain. 
But hither and thither he wander'd in vain. 
To Mary the milk-maid he first bent his way — 
A lass that at all times was jovial and gay — 
Who at revel or wake pleas'd her master so well, 
That he thought there were few that could Mary 

excel. 
Now Mary was milking when Satan drew nigh, 
Who listen'd in wonder, but silent stood by ; 
For since her old master heard Mary sing last, 
She had learned a new song, which all others 

surpassed ; 
And whilst o'er pail the full udder she wrung. 
As a vessel of mercy she feelingly sung : — 

'* If ow hopeless was \, ^ \voo\ Vcv1vsxv\,^wlorn, 
Cast out in my UooCi oxv v\\^ ^a^ \ >^^^\iw\\\ 
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Then Jesus my sin-bearing Surety came by, 
And the tear of compassion roll'd down from his eye. 
He bound up my wounds in the balm that he shed, 
When the spear pierc'd his side, and the thorns 

pierc'd his head ; 
He cover'd me o*er with the mantle he wove, 
And said to me, * Live !* with a sweet smile of 

love. 

Ha ! ha ! said the fiend, and is this the fair 

queen 
That danc*d with young Roger so blithe on the 

green ; 
How comes it to pass that I hear this from thee ? 
I fear that thy back thou hast tum*d upon me. 
If this be the case, 1*11 be off with all speed, 
For this imto me is a dry place indeed. 

Unwearied in mischief, he next took his route 
Where the true sons of Belial oft booz*d it about; 
'Twas at the Blue Anchor — a house of ill-fame. 
Where the sound of salvation he thought never 

came. 
But here the arch-fiend was nonsuited again, 
While a seaman sung thus to the Lord of Uie Main : 

" With thee as my Captain I'll venture on board ; 
My Pilot thou art, and my chart is thy word : 
What danger shall frighten, or evil hurt me. 
While the bright star of Jacob shines under the lee ? 

" My anchor's a- trip, and my sails shall expand : 
The winds and the waters are held in thy hand : 
In tempest, O help me thy promise to view. 
And con the round numbers, the sweet thirty-two. 

** Protect me from evil, and keep me froiSL «s\.^ 
Until the fair haven of rest 1 s\i«XV vrai \ 

2Y.Z 
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Where tempest and storm shall no longer annoy, 
To bask in thy smiles as the fulness of joy." 

Nonsuited, the fiend look'd around with disdain, 
And mutter'd — " Alas ! 'twas a dry place again.*' 
He leer*d like a demon, nor lik'd the song well, 
And went off, still in hope, for the Royal Hotel. 
Now there at this time was a meeting of those 
Whose aim was the devil's design to oppose ; 
The Vicar of Charles had just taken the chair, 
And propos'd that the meeting should open with 

prayer ; 
With the spirit of true supplication he pray'd, 
And implor'd the good Spirit of God for his aid ; 
For wisdom and council their efforts to guide, 
And the kingdom of Jesus extend far and wide. 
Dissenters and Churchmen shook hands in the 

cause. 
And wish'd all success to the Lamb and his cross ; 
They hail'd his dominion from sea unto sea. 
And hop'd 'twas the dawn of a Pentecost day. 

The crafty old serpent, who peep'd at the door, 
To the pit of perdition curs'd all on the floor ; 
Exclaim'd " The result of these meetings I dread, 
They'll certainly bring the house down on my 

head." 
So saying, he hiss'd with a demon-like tongue, 
When, the meeting to finish, the company sung — 

" Let Jesus still reign, and his empire still grow. 
As far as the wide-spreading ocean shall flow : 
His converts increase through the range of the sun; 
His foes lick t\\e d\xsl, atvd his conquests go on." 
To this was suVpm'^ 3k>xm\,^^ K\fikK^^ 
\Vhen Satan, coivfo\xtv^^^,^«^^-VQ\wi\a^«i&\^\.. 
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AN ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF THE 

REV. ROBERT HAWKER, D.D., 

Vicar of Charles^ Plymouth^ 

WHO DIED ON FRIDAY, APRIL 6, 1827. 



" The memory of the just is blessed." — Pro v. x. 7, 



Forgive the muse, illiterate and obscure, 
Who thus attempts in feeble verse to raise, 

Tho' void of learning, yet with motive pure, 
A monumental stone to Haw ks&'s praise. 



'Tis done ! the conflict o'er, the spirit's fled, 
Borne on seraphic pinions to the skies, 

Where Jesu's face ten thousand glories shed. 
And pleasures — everlasting pleasures rise. 

Hawker is dead ! that herald sent of God, 
To make to man his great salvation known ; 

Let Zion's offspring weeping kiss the rod. 
And gird their robes of deepest sackcloth on. 

From coast to coast the doleful tidings spread ! 

Weep, ye who love the gates of Zion weU ; 
Hawker's no more ! he's number'd with the dead — 

This day in Israel's host a champion fell. 

Gone down to dust, yet his immortal fame 
The sacred annals of the Church shall shew. 

And long record a Hawker's l\owo\5:t'^\s»xsNft> 
Till day and night no more X^cvevc toxsct^^^^^^®^"^' 
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Called up to celebrate with harps and songs, 
The marriage nuptials of the Lamb above ; 

Where hallelujahs, from ten thousand tongues, 
Shall swell the triumphs of redeeming love. 

Dismissed to glory with a kiss of love. 

He bade the lagging moments swifter roll ; 

Death was to him as harmless as a dove. 
While floods of glory overwhelm*d his soul, 

From Pisgah's top, by faith's celestial ray. 
He did the land of pure delight explore ; 

The blissful regions of unclouded day, 

Where sin ne*er enters and where death's no 
more. 

Not pluck'd, but gathered by the hand of love, 
As tender fruit, or fragrant lilies are ; 

Transplanted to the -paradise above. 
To blossom in eternal glory there. 

His setting sun shone with refulgent ray, 
Grace ! grace ! in holy extacy he cried ; 

The covenant ark through Jordan leads the way, 
And does the gloomy waves of death divide. 

Rais'd up by God to vindicate His cause. 

And wield aright the Spirit*s two-edg'd sword ; 

Fearing no censure, seeking not applause, 

His banner's motto was — * Thus saith the Lord !' 

Against that rebel host who dare the crown 
Take from his head, who crush'd the host of hell, 

Devoid of fear, he threw the gauntlet down, 
And fought, like Michael, till the dragon fell. 

Firm as a rock, while raging billows toss 
Their foaming heads amidst the storm's career. 
He took his post beiveat\i V\ve \i\^^^xv% ^\q?.s^ 
And did the blood-staiiC^ ^Vaxi^vyx^ x^q'^'^ ^^'^t. 
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Blush ye, who from the pulpit or the press, 
At him your arrows dipp'd in venom threw ; 

He lov*d the holy gospel, and no less 

With holy Paul, the righteous precept too. 

Go ye, nor with contaminated breath, 

Dare brand the saint with mental errors foul ; 

And witness bear, while in the arms of death, 
How sweetly did his dying moments roll. 

Yet one there was who wrote for nobler end — 
Who for the faitli, with him in meekness strove — 

To truth and the Redeemer's interest, friend. 
Who, through the contest, noUiing meant but love 

No more the hallow'd fane of Charles shall hear 
Salvation flow from his melodious tongue ; 

Christ, in his glory, was exalted tliere. 

While the vast area crowding thousands throng. 

There did he preach to man's apostate race, 
Wliile in his breast divine affections glow, 

The glories of Jehovali's sov'reign grace, 
And awful glory of the fiery law. 

Through Britain's isle, to climes beyond tlie west, 
Such pastors, O thou God of Jacob, send ; 

Who, with the spirit of Elijah blest. 

Shall for the faith deliver'd, tlius contend. 

Go, trace the prophet in his wondVous flight, 
Ye young Elishas, and his steps pursue, 

To catch, while he ascends the world of light, 
His falling mantle, and his spirit too. 

And thou, O Charles, amidst the general. woe. 
Should mingle well thy griefs with those that 
mourn ; 

O'er bis dear ashes let thy sottoyjs ^qw ^ 
With aiidissemhicd tears \)edcv^ \\v& \vc^« 
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GRACE triumphant: 

A MEMORIAL TO THE CONVERSION AND 
DEATH OF JANE PITTS, ALIAS COLPOYS ; 

A CHARACTER WELL KNOWN IN THE TOWNS OF PLYMOUTH, 
8TONEHOUSE, AND DEVONPORT. 



0*er heaven's g^te a motto stands engrav'd, 
*' Let sin alone be damn'd, but sinners sav'd ;** 
And o'er the gate of hell's dark, dismal cave, 
** Jesus the purchase of his blood will have." 



Where Tamer's torrent to the ocean ran, 
There liv*d a wretch who fear'd not God nor man, 
Whose worthless name in life's fair volume stood, 
Mark'd as a trophy to redeeming blood : 
Of human kind, the very curse and scum. 
Hopeless in this, and in that world to come ; 
WiUi God himself an open war she wag'd. 
Nor heaven nor hell a single thought engag'd : 
Deaf as the adder to the charming soundis 
Of mercy, through a Saviour's bleeding wounds. 
And blind to wisdom as th' encavem'd mole. 
She stumbled on, and sinn'd without control. 
When night's dim mantle veil'd the cheerful sim. 
And man from toil to his repose was gone, 
Throughout the town methinks I see her rove. 
As if by hell's infernal legions drove, 
And oft invoke heaven's diettidfvxV vt^ \ft %Sl, 
With horrid cry, " Damnatvoiv o\i\iet vsv^*'* 
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Or with intoxicating vapours dead, 

Her limbs are o'er the filthy kennel spread. 

Without one friendly hand or pitying eye. 

Till he, the good Samaritan, came by ; 

Bound up her bleeding wounds, his love to shew. 

And o'er the wretch his spotless mantle threw ; 

Said with a look of love the most divine, 

" This day I bid thee live, for thou art mine." 

O love ! beyond the seraph's piercing eye, 
'\i\Tiere heights are lost, and depths imfathom*d lie : 
And length and breadth, alike are known no more, 
A sea without brim, bottom, bank, or shore. 

Ye advocates for human merit, try 
If aught like this the grace of God could buy ; 
And blush to think that such a thought from hell 
Should, for a moment, in your bosom dwell. 
Say, was it chance, or God's unerring skills 
His everlasting councils to fulfil. 
That caused her feet to that dear spot to move 
Wh ere friends should pass who spoke of Jesu's love ? 
That sound, though soft, was louder heard by far. 
Within her soul, than all the din of war. 
And did at once her adamantine heart, 
By force omnipotent asunder part. 
Then was a heart of living flesh bestow 'd, 
The first new covenant promise made by God. 
Now down her cheeks, in tears of sorrow roll, 
The deep contritions of her wounded soul : 
Those very eyes that once abus'd their sight. 
Did now to heav'n lift up their wat'ry light ; 
And that same tongue that once blasphem'd'amain. 
For mercy calVd, iVviou^h Jesu's blood and pain. 

Amazing cliange\ ixom ^e^\»\s&i x^'«»tor'dt 
h was thy a\\-CTeaV\ii%^^'^^^^^^% 
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Who out of nothing call'd the pond'rous earth, 

And gave to universal nature birth. 

The work was thine ; *tis wond'rous in our eyes, 

Be thine the pow'r, the glory, and the praise. 

This was th' auspicious day of God's great grace. 

Sure, by decree, to all the ransom'd race : 

When Jesus did his mighty arm display, 

And grace victorious crown'd the glorious day ; 

Then the bright hosts their hallelujahs sung. 

Till heav*n*s concave with shouts of triumph rung : 

And grace was first and last in ev*ry song. 

With holy heav*nly love each bosom glow'd. 

For all to grace ten thousand talents owed. 

And in united, sweetest songs of praise. 

Harmoniously their loud hosannas raise. 

And hymn'd the Father, Son, and Spirit thus, 

" Not unto us, O Lord, not unto us, 

" But to thy name be all the glory due, 

" Great Three in One, eternal ages through." 

Hell heard the jojrful acclamations made. 
And murmurs fill'd the dire infernal shade, 
That one so vile, so foul, so black as she. 
Both justified and glorified should be. 
Now meet for glory by the second birth. 
It pleased the Sovereign Lord of heav'n and earth 
To call her hence, to that pure world of bliss, 
To love, and praise, and see him as he is. 
But ere the summons came to leave the clay. 
Of matchless grace, O ! what a full display : 
*Twas her delight of Jesus now to teU, 
Whose blood could save so vile a wretch from hell ; 

" On this foundation sure,** she savd^ " \!>^^^J4^ 
" My naked, guilty, sin-poWvxt^^ ^oxii.'* 

2 ? 



lo one. a ?f|^,, c\ay-<^° ^o«e, 

" "^^^^ *« ^^i leads, ^fS^oxi^^' 

i IsSr^ts^-dS^sJo^*-' 

Saved vu \Aooa» ^titig v ^^^on dto 

^-* ^4atV« ^^tt si*« <rirv.s o^^^"" • 

Saved as *« ^bet ^''^^ sV T^^^^^Jta^^ ' 
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THE FOUNDERINGT 

OP 

THE ANCIENT COVENANT, 

AND THE 

PRESERVATION OF THE CREW: 

AN ALLEGORICAL POEM, 



** I have iiaed similitudes." — Hosea, xii., v. 10. 



When Adam fell, he sunk the human race 
In one abyss of ruin and disgrace ; 
Which, to a ship that founders with her crew, 
Mi^ be compar'd, and that mMt aptly too. 



At £dek Port, as old historians say, 

A vessel, called the Ancient Cov*nant, lay. 

A nobler fabric never swam the wave. 

Since God to Adam his existence gave ; 

By council and unerring wisdom planned, 

WeU built throughout, and most completely mann*d, 

Her frame was perfect, and in every part 

A master-piece of uncreated art. 

Yet mutable she was, and done away 

Her Founder's future glory to display : 

Well found throughout in every kind of store. 

Beyond whatever a single bottom bore^ 

And could of all things to peTfec\\atv\io^^\. 

That ever stood betwixt t\\e sI^ycv axv^ ^osX- 
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Free-will on board was Lord High Admiral nam'd 

By some applauded, and by some de£un'd ; 

Aloft he did his milk-white flag display, 

And all around confessed his sovereign sway ; 

But if the truth the best of writers tell. 

He did himself, the crew, and vessel sell, 

For which, in degradation, o*er his head 

The Chieftain's sword was broke in twain, 'tis said, 

As never more to bear command again 

Upon the land, or on the spacious main. 

One fatal day to thousands then on board, 
While at a safe, but single anchor moor'd, 
A Pirate from th' Infernal Coast appear*d, 
Of puzzling wake, without a colour rear'd ; 
Swift as a packet she appeared to run. 
And (as a friend) discharg'd a leeward gun ; 
But as she did this gallant vessel near, 
Of hollow tubes she show'd a dreadful tier. 
And bearing up, she on her quarter ran, 
Hoisted her colours, and her fire began. 
Her name was Death, and in her colours dull, 
Two bones were seen beneath a haggard skull. 
'Twas now too late for action to prepare, 
For all was horror and confusion there. 
She did to quarter feebly beat, *tis true, 
But panic fear, alas ! had seiz'd her crew. 
While fore and aft in one tremendous roar. 
The pirate did her awful broadsides pour ; 
Around the decks in heaps the slaughtered lay. 
Beyond the power of language to display : 
Quick o*er the side her tow' ring mainmast fell. 
Her wheel was sYiallet'd — ^tAv^^^x ^oxve as well. 
'Twi:sit wind and watex s\vfe ^?^^ ^w^^ \fta.\5i\^ 
And to the pirate do^tvV^x eo\QMi%.\v^v^^ « 
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Her pumps were chok'd, and could no water vent, 
And to the bottom, down, alas ! she went. 
Some say she has been weighed, rebuilt, and mann'd. 
Such fables, current pass from hand to hand ; 
But this to prove we all attempts defy, 
She'll to the bottom, wreck'd, for ever lie ; 
Her mighty Builder did this scene explore 
Before he laid her lines upon the floor ; 
To whose capacious glance we must allow 
The past, and future, one eternal now. 
And had prepared against the dreadful day 
A Life-Boat, such as never broke the sea ; 
Launched forth by him, she sav'd the sinking crew. 
And who they were the Book of Life shall shew. 
This vessel was the Eternal Covenant nam*d, 
The fairest, noblest structure ever fram*d, 
Whose wond'rous draught Eternal Wisdom drew, 
Each line was order'd in perfection too. 

Though last completed, she was first designed, 
In the great Builder's own eternal mind : 
'Twas there in thought he stretch*d her lines along, 
Before the morning stars their anthems sung ; 
Of whose dimensions, tonnage, depth in hold, 
With stores and lading. Holy Writ has told ; 
Commanded by the Lord of Lords most high. 
Whose name is on his vesture and his thigh ; 
Whose flag, unfurl'd in all its loveliest hues, 
The peaceful rainbow of the Cov*nant she ^s ; 
To whom the Pirate, Death ! that deadly foe, 
Shall strike at last, and to the bottom go. 

This vessel has the waste of time withstood. 
From keel to gunnel plank'd with Go^Vva^ -^^^i^^^x 
Which some affirm admits o£ ivo ^e^'a.'^ > 
E*en when the earth's huge pVV^ax^ '^^ ^^N^"3- 

2 ¥ ^ 
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Three anchors held her in the furious blast. 
To bits immutable for ever fast ; 
Her three-fold cables nothing can diyide. 
She will the storm of Death itself outride ; 
Unnumbered millions on her books appear. 
Not one impressed, but each a volunteer ; 
For since Creation's ancient work begun. 
No seaman there was ever pricked as run ; 
And when she anchors at the Port of Rest, 
Her final master will the same attest. 
Then time shall strike its last, which having 

done, 
The wheels of nature shall no longer run ; 
Convulsed throughout, she'll to her centre groan, 
And into ruin sink from zone to zone ; 
But what a shout when all her chosen band 
Shall on the peaceful shore of Canaan land, 
And halleliyahs to her Founder raise, 
The Grdat Elohim, Lord of Earth and Seas, 
To whom be Glory, Power, and endless Praise. 
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THE 

SHEPHERDS' CONVERSATION 

ON TH^E 

BEST METHOD OF PREVENTING THE 
WANDERING OF THEIR FLOCKS. 



In days of yore, it matters not the place, 
Two Shepherds met whowatch'd the fleecy race ; 
With crook in hand, as shepherds often chat. 
They talk'd of this thing, and again of that ; 
Of rams and lambs and ewes extoU'd for breeding. 
Of pasture grounds and marshes best for feeding, 
Ask'd how the lamb had in that season fell ? 
And at what price their fleecy locks might sell ? 
Of course they ask*d if Gaffer Wolf had been 
Among the fold or on the suburbs seen ? 
Nor was that fell distemper call'd the " rot," 
Which ofttimes thins the Shepherd's fold, forgot ; 
With divers methods that have stood the test, 
To cure or to prevent the deadly pest. 
Thus talk'd the keepers of the fold, until 
The sun had reach'd the distant western hill ;\ 
When, lo ! the conversation turn'd this way — 
" My flock," said one, " are ever prone to stray ; 
In spite of all that dog or I can do. 
They still the fence leap o'er or eke bt^^XScctf yM^ pW 
I pipe and whistle, but 'tis a\\ \tv n^yr.^ /'^ 

StIU they are wand'ring o'er awd o'er \>cv.e ^«^ 
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Yea, such their roving hahits are of late, 
I think they'd even leap a five-barr'd gate ; 
Sometimes I purpose by the leg to tie *em, 
And think no man was ever plagued as I am. 
Oft on thy fold I look with wond'ring eyes, 
But cannot think wherein the secret lies. 
Thou dost enfold with ease within thy pen, 
One hundred sheep, while I enfold but ten." 

" Why," said the other, smiling, " this I do — 
The method's old, yet practis'd but by few — 
I tie them by the teeth ; when this is done, 
No Jonger from the folding place they run ; 
There they lie down, contented with their fere, 
And oft a golden fleece I see them wear. 
O'er the rough rocks no more they break their 

shins. 
But feed and thrive, and each one beareth twins." 

Attentive to the tale in silent mood. 

The other gaz'd and lost in wonder stood. 

** What I tie them by the teeth ! that's strange 

indeed. 
Unless they should in length a wolf's exceed ; 
For they have not within their woolly head,. 
A tooth whereon to put a single thread. 
Why, man, you joke about their teeth thus tying. 
And jokes sometimes are little else than lying." 
" Nay," said his fellow, " take it as you may, 
I joke not, 'tis in earnest what I say ; 
Take but this course, and do as I have done. 
And from the fold they will no longer run ; 
Watchful, the dog, may slumber half the day, 
While you at ease y owi UvcveWi ^v^^ ^\i^ll ^lay. 
£ut if SL good fat paslwxe yo\x ^^xv-j '^\ev, 
Vli all in vain by taW oy \eo; Vq ^:^ft "^ ^^^ 
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At fair or market none my sheep exceed, 
Not even those of Leicester's famous breed ; 
Nor finer mutton ever deck*d a stall 
In Newgate market or at Leadenhall ; 
Besides, if thus you feed them to the full, 
You reap advantage even in their wool." 
Their converse ending with the falling day. 
The Shepherds part and homeward bend their 

way. 
The man whose fold was ever apt to run, 
Said thus : " What has been may again be done ; 
If by their teeth thus tying means their food, 
I'll put them in a pasture fresh and good." 
Henceforth he sought and plac'd his sheep within 
A pasture cover'd with perpetual green ; 
The fold had rest, success his labours crown'd, 
For none were sickly, faint, or feeble found ; 
Nor did he ever pay, as I've been told, 
The poundage for a wand'rer from his fold. 
The moral's good, nor is he deem'd unwise. 
Who by their teeth his wand'ring fold thus ties. 
*Twas thus for aught I know in days of old. 
That Jacob tied his uncle Laban's fold ; 
The method's safe, not only safe but sure. 
For roving folds the most effectual cure. 

SECOND PART. 

But now from these I turn my thoughts, to shew 
That men are sheep of God's own pasture too ; 
They have their folds, their shepherds they have got, 
Some of his sending forth, and others iiot» 
Some climb the fence, the goV^exv ^^e^e.^ \.o^vc^% 
Who never yet by Christ, lYve door, e^ 
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Swear, tho* by neither Grod nor man approv'd, 
That they are by the Holy Spirit mov'd. 
Devoid of shame, they kiss the sacred page, 
Yet war at heart with inspiration wage ; 
Of these the Holy Prophet long foretold, 
Ezekiel knew them from the days of old : 
By him their portrait to the life was drawn, 
With mitred heads and sleeves of purest lawn. 
Aliens to Abraham's faith and Abraham's God, 
Their pulpit door contains an Ichabod. 

No joyful soimds of rich, mysterious grace. 

And mercy, mercy meeting every case. 

For aught they care their wand'ring flocks may 

stray 
To everlasting woe the downward way. 

Some lead, or rather drive them to the law. 
To see that awful sight which Israel saw. 
When thimders did their trembling hearts assail, 
And death denounc'd almost with every peal. 

What is the law ? 'Tis but a sound of words 
That neither help nor gospel grace affords ; 
Sheep are select both in their taste and smell, 
And Law from Gospel-grace they quickly tell. 
Some overdrive, as in the days of old. 
The weaklings of the dear Redeemer's fold ; 
But this should not in any wise be done. 
The tender lamb may walk but cannot run : 
" Drive softly," said Old Jacob, well he knew 
*Twas death to overdrive the pregnant ewe. 

O I Israel's SlvepVveTd, on thy chosen fold 
JLook gently dowiv, «iTvd V\. \)k«v^ e^'i.^ V\ehold : 
See how in quest oi ^o«^e\ l^x^ ^^1 %^ 
Where neither pasVuxe ^toN^% xvox ^^\«^ *^^ 
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Feed them thyself, they are thy blood-bought 

charge. 
Increase their numbers and their fold enlarge : 
Send forth thine heralds, Lord, their number's 

few 
Who make thee Alpha and Omega too. 
Again may that day dawn, long since gone by 
When every Shepherd shall his fold thus tie. 
As saith the proverb — Sheep that wander vdde 
Should by their teeth with gospel fare be tied. 
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THE 

HOUSE OF WISDOM BUILT, 

AND 

HER TABLE FURNISHED. 

On a Sermon preached at Princes-street Chapel, Devon- 
port, hy the Rev. R. Stodhart. Prov. ix. 1. 



Wisdom had built her house, her fatlings slain, 
Mingled her wine her guests to entertain ; 
The fatted calf was on the table laid, 
Redeeming love her richest stores display'd. 
The good old wine from Calv'ry's clusters wrung, 
Cheered the sad heart, and loos'd the stammering 

tongue ; 
The cripple danc'd and did his crutch forego, 
Light as the roebuck, on his timber toe. 
The sick, the weak, the halt, the blind, the lame, 
Replenish'd were, and bless'd the Founder's name : 
The spendthrift, hungry wretch, at mercy's door, 
Was welcora'd in and fed on good old store ; 
With tears of joy wept o'er his injur'd Lord, 
While holy mirth went round the festive board ; 
The ring, the robe, the Father's love reveal'd, 
The kiss his everlasting pardon seal'd ; 
Nor was pooi Pelei at the feast pas&'d by. 
Who did wit\i oal\v^ a\v^ qaxx^rs^^Sssv deny, 
Whose tendei caxe \\i^\«;T«\^\«t'^^^'^'x ^^^\^i^ 
When in tlie a\e\e oi «.QX^ V^m^XaSxwv^^V 
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Nor was Magdella's harlot there forgot, 
Nor heard with sorrow, " Mary toucK me not." 
To clothe the naked who had nought but sin, 
He brought for such the wedding garment in : 
But stripp'd the self-sufficient sinner well, 
Till he no more could cry old rags to sell. 
Send, Lord, to bless thy fold such heralds who 
Shall make thee Alpha and Omega too, 
All and in all the sinner's only friend. 
Salvation's Author, and salvation's end. 
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THE MARRIAGE OF M 



The Marriage of MoBcamytlioiightenow'' 
In shadow unfolding the mjat'ry of gra 
He married a damsel, for aught that 1 1 
Whose skin was as black as the plumes 
By nature and practice, in colour the si 
He knew no distinction 'twixt him and 
Till grace makes a change we are all d( 
Ab black as a raven without and within 
He loved her of course, or he'd not hav 
The mystical rite of the two making on 
. And never 'till death cuts asunder the c 
Shall the union dissolve, whether black. 

He took her as we do for better for wo] 
She might prove a blessing, or else prove 
She wafi fair in his eye, though as blaci 
And love makes a raven as white as a a 
Like the spouse in the song, uotwilhsta 

hue. 
She was black, yet withal she was beau 
Yet a greater than Moses my tale shall 
Who married tida iamsA o? "«\wim we t 



But now from t\ie ^to^itveV "«fe \^vt 
To a covenant oS -weiXocY, \;(\.e i,' 
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